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Advertiſement. 
HE Amtbor might bere C according to the 20 : 
ble exftom of Prefaces ) entertain the Reader wit 
« Diſcourſe of the Original, Progreſs, and Rules 
- of Satyr, and let bim underftand,* that be bas 
lately Read Calaubon, and ſeveral other Critichs upon the Point ; 
but at preſent be is minded to wave it, as a vanity be is in no wiſe 
fond of. His only intent now is to give @ brief account of what 
be Publiſhes, in order to prevent what Cenſures be foreſees may' FJ 
cou/axerably be paſt thereupon : And that is, as followeth : f 
What be cali! the Prologue, it in imitation of Perttus, who: 
bas prefix'd ſomerobat by that Name before bis Book, of Satyry, 
and may ſerve for a pretty good Authority. The firſt Satyr be 
drew by Sylla's Ghoſt in the great Johnſon, which may bs 
perceived by ſome ftrohegand touches therein, borwever ſhort they "i 
come of the Original. In the ſecond, be only followed' the ſminre- Sl 
of bis own Genius. The Deſign, and ſome Paſſages of thegs * 
Franciſcan of Buchanan. Which ingenjons confeſſion be thinks,* wy © 
fit to make, to ſhew be bas more modeſty than +be common Padders Rb 
in Wit of theſe times. He doubts, there may be ſome. few mi- 4 
ſtakes in Chronology therein, which for want of Books be conkd- 
wot inform bimſelf in. If the thilful Reader meet with any 
ſnch, be may the more eaſily pardon them wpon that ſcore. Whence 
be bad the bint of the fourth, is obvious - to all,, that are any. 
thing acquainted with Hoxace. And without tbe Authority of. 
ſo great a Preſident, the making of an Image ſpeak, is but an 
erdinary Miracle in Poetry. Heexpette, that ſome will tax bin 
of Buffoonery, and turning boly things into ridicule. - Bus led 
them Read, bow ſeverely Arnobius, Laftantius, Minutias Fe- 
lix, and the graveſt Fathers; have railly d the fopperier and. 
Jypecſtitions of the Heathen, and then conſider . whether thoſe, 
wg A 2 which 


x Korel, were ken ot” & Vc; 
: 
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(TO * 


which be bes choſen for bit Argument, are not as worthy of 4 
ter. The only is that they did ii Proſe, «1 be £2, 
Verſe, where perbaps 'tis the more allowable. 

Ar for the next Poem ( which is the moft liaple to cenſure ) 
the the world bas given it the Name of the Satyr againſt Vercue, 
be declares *twas never defign'd to that intent, bow apt ſoever 
Jome may be to wreſt it. And this appears by what is ſaid after 
it, and is diſcernable enough to ll, that have the ſenſe to unger- 
ftand it, *Twas meant to abuſe thoſe, who valued themſelves 
wpon their Wit and Parts, in praifing Vice, and to ſhew, that 
8:bers of ſaber Principles, if they would take the ſame liberty in 
Poetry, coxld ftrain as bigh rants in Prafaneneſt as they. At firſt 
he intended it not for the publick,ner to paſs beyond the privacy of 
tao or three Friends, but ſeeing it bad the Fate to ſteal abroad 
in Manuſcript, and afterwards in Print, without bis knowledgs, + 
be now thinks it a Juſtice due to bis own Reputation, to bave it 
come forth without thoſe foults, which it bas ſuffered from 
Tranſcribers and the Preſs baaberts, and rhich make it a worſe 
Satyr upon bimſelf, than what it was deſign'd. 

Something ſhould be ſaid too of the laſt Trifle, if it were 
worth it, "Twas occafioned upon reading the late Tranſlations 
of Ovid's Epiſtles, which gave him 4 mind to try what be 
tonld do wpon a like Swbjeth, Thoſe being already foreftall'd, be 
thought fit to make choice of the ſame Port, whereou perbaps be 


bes taken teo much liberty. Had he ſeen Mr. Sandys bis Tranſlas 
USTE® befare be_b an, he never writ have vertthred: Since 


be has, and finds reaſon enough to deſpair of his undertaking. 
Rut now "tis done, be is loth to burn it, and chnſes rather to 
give ſomebody elſe the trouble. The Reader may do as be pleaſer, 
eiaber like it, or pact it #0 the uſe of Mr. Jordan's Works. *Tis 
the firſt attempt, be ever made in this kind, and likgly enough 
ts be the let, bis vein ( if be may be thought to have any) lying 
ene! ber way. 
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PROLOGUE 
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KF who can/longer hold? when every Preſs, 
The Bar and Pulpit too has broke the Peace? 
When every ſcribling Fool at the alarms 


2 Has drawn his Pen, and riſes up in Arms? 
& And not a dull Pretender of the Town, 
But vents his gall. in Pamphlet up and down ? 


When all-with licence' rel, and who will nor, 
Maſt be almoſt ſuſpetted of the P LOT, 
Andbring his Zeal, or elſe his Parts in doubt ? A 


_— In 
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2 PROLOGUE. | 
In vain our Preaching Tribe attack the Foes, 

In vain their weak Artillery oppoſe : 

Miſtaken honeſt men, who gravely blame, 

And hope that gentle DoGrime ſhould reclaim, 

Are Texts, amd ſuch exploded triftes fit 

T'impoſe, and ſham upon a Jeſuit £ 

Would they the dull Old Fibyr. wer compare 

With mighty Swarez, and gfeat Eſcobar ? 

Such thred-bare proofs, and ſtale Authorities 

May Us poor ſimple Hereticks ſuffice : 

But to aſear'd Tenatiarn's Conſcience, 

Harden'd, as his own Face, with Impudence, 

Whoſe FaiJa contradiction bore, whom Lies; 

Nor non. ſenſe, nor Impoſlibilities, 

Nor ſhame, nor death, nor damning can aſſail : 

Not theſe mild fruitleſs methods will avail. 
Tis pointed Satyr, and the ſbarps of Wit 


For ſuch a prize are th' only Weapons fit : 
Nor needs there Art, or Geni#s here to uſe, 


Where Indignation can create a mule : 


'0 \E # Y Yn 3,. w—_ 
& WAI V0 Should 
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PROLOGUE. 3 
Should:Parrs, anYNataore fail, yet very Tpite 
Would:mike'the: arranr't 'W:ld, or Withers write. 

:Itisrefolv'd : henceforth wnendleſs War, 
TIand:my Muſe withthemy and 'theirs declare; 
Whom neither:open Malice of the Foes, 


Nor private Deggers,nor '$t. Omer's Dofe, 

Norall, that Godfrey felt, -or Monarchs fear, 

Shallfrom my-vow'd, and ſworn revenge deter; 

Sooner [hall falſe Conrt Favourites prove juſt; 

And faithful to their Kings, and Countrys truſt : 
'Soonerſhall they dete& therricks of State, \ 
And knav'ry, ſuits, and bribes, and flatt'ry hate : 

Bawd: ſhall turn Nins, Salt D-—-$s grow chaſt; 

And Paint, and Pride, and Lechery detelt : 

l Popes ſhall for Kings Supremacy decide; 

And Cardimats for Huguenots be try'd: 
Sooner '( which is the great'(t impoſhble ) 
Shall the vile-Brood of Loyola, and Hell 
Give o're t6 Plot; be Villains, and Rebel 3 


[4 
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8. <4 PROLOGUE. 
$ A Than I with utmoſt ſpite, and vengeance ceaſe 
_ proſecute, and plague their curſed race. 2 
The rage of Poets damn'd, of Womens Pride 
Contemn'd,and ſcorn, or proffer'd luſt denicd: 
The malice of Religious angry Zeal, ' 
And all,#aſtier'd reſenting Statesmen feel : 
What prompts dire Hags in their own blood to 
And ell their very ſouls to Hell for ſpite: (write 


i/ And with keen Satyredgmy ſtabbing Pen : 
That its each home-ſet thruſt their . blood may. 
Each drop of Ink like Aquafortis gnaw. (draw, 
Red hot with vengeance thus, I'll brand diſgrace 


Alithis urge on wy rank envenom'd ſpleen, 
V 
C 


So deep, no time (hall e'rethe marks deface: 


Till my ſc vere, and exemplary doom 


Q Spread wider than their guilt, till it become 


&% Moredreaded than the Br, and frighten worſe 


Than damning Pope's Anathema's, and curſe. 


SATYR 


_ 


SATYR I 


Garnet's Ghoſt addreſſmg to the Je- 
ſuits, met in private Cabal juſt af- 
ter the Murder of Godfrey. © 


this ? 


What Sacrifice of meaner worthy, and price 


Could we heve offer'd up for our ſuccels ? 


B Hel *'twas bravely done! what lefs than 


Sofare all they, who c're provoke our hate, 

Who by.like ways preſume to tempt their fate; 
Fare each like this bold medling Fool, and bg 

As well ſecur'd, as well diſpatch'd as he : 

Would he were hgre, yet warm, that we might 
His reaking gore,and drink upev'ry vein! (drain 


That were a glorious ſan@ion, much like thine. _ 


reat Romen ! made upon alike deſign : 
'B3 Like 


* 


<| 


4 Like thine we ſcorn ſo mean a Sacrament, 


od has 


SATTYR FL 
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To ſeal, and conſecrate our bigh intent, 


We (corn baſe Blood ſhould our great L_w 
_ ) 


Thou did(tit with a ſlave, but we think —_ 
Tobind our Freaſon with a bleeding Goa 1 - } 


* Would it were Hz (why-ſhouldifear taname, 
Or you to hear't? )- at which we-nobly aim! 
Lives yet that hated ex'wy of our Cauſe ? 

Lives He our mighty projets to oppoſe ? 

Can Hzrs weak innocence, and Heaven's care 
Be thought ſecurity from what we dare? 

Are you then Jeſuits ? are you ſo for nought ? 

In all the Catbolick depthsof Treaſon taught? 
In er;hodox, and ſolid pois'ning read? , 

In each profounder art of killing bred 2 

And can you fail, or bungle in your trade ? 

Shallone poor life your cowardize upbraid ? 

Tame diſtardſlaves! who your profeſſionſhame, 

And fix difgrace on our great Foxnd*y's name. 


Think 


 apowths Jeſuit 

Think what lare Se@'ries (an ignoble crew, 
Not worthy to be rank'd in fin with you ) 

Inſpir'd with lofty wickedneſs, durſt do : 

How from his Throne they hurl'd a Moxerch down, 
Aud doubly eas'd him of both Life,and Crown: 
They ſcorn'd'in covert their bold a& to hide, 
In open face of Heav'n the work they did, | 
And brav'd its vengeance, and its pow'rs deh'd, dhis { 
This is his Sor, and mortal too like him, q 


7 


Durſt you uſurp the glory of the crimes 
And dare ye not? know, you ſcorn to be \.. "> 
By ſuch as they, out-dane in villany, | 
Your proper province; true, you urg'd them on, 
Were engins in the fat, but they alone 


Share all the open credit, and renown. 


But hold! Ewrong ourCharch, and Cauſe, which 
need 


No forein inſtance, nar what others did : 9/ 
Think or that matchleſs A/aſſi», whqſe name 
We with juſt pride can-make our happy claim z 


B 4 He, 


- \ 
s - q : 
- 
” - = 
be . 


SATTR I 
He, who at killing of an Emperor, 

To give his poiſon ſtronger force, and pow'r 
Mixt a Ged with't, and made it work more ſure; 


Bleſt memory ! which ſhall through Aze to come 
Stand facred in the Liſts of Hell, and Rome. 

Let onr great Clemert, and Ravillacsname, 
Your Spirits to like heights of (in inflame ; | 
Thoſe mighty Souls, who bravely choſe to die 
T'have each a Rojal Ghoſt their company . 


Heroick AQ ! and worth their tortures well, 


Well worth the ſufringof a double Hell, 
That, they felt here, and that below, they feel. 
And if theſe cannot move you, as they ſhou'd, 
Let me, and wy example fire your blood : | 
Think on my vaſt attempt, a glorious deed, 
Whiah durſt the Fates have ſuffer'd to lucceed, 
Had rival'd Hel; moſt proud exploit, and boaſt, 
Ev'n that, which wou Mu'd the King of Fates depoy'd, 
Curſt be the day, and oe're intime inro)' d, ( 
And curſt the Star, whoſe ſpiteful influence rul'd 


The luckleſs Minute, which my project ſpoil'd: 
Curſe 


| wpon ts "Jokes, 
Curſe on that Pow'r, who, of bimfelf afraid, 
My glory with my brave deſign betray'd : | 
Juſtly he fear'd, leſt I, who. ſtrook ſohigh 
In ovile, ſhould next blow up his Reala, and Sky : 
And fol had; at lea(tI would have durſt, 
And failing, had got off with Fameat worlt. 
Had you but halt my bravery in Sing; 
Your work had never thus unfiniſh'd bin; 
Had I'bin Man, and the great At to do 
Had dy'd by this, and bin what Tam naw, 4.7, - 
Or what His Father is: I would leap Hell 
To reach Hi: Life, tho in the midſt I fell, 
And deeper than before. 


Let rabble Souls, of narrgw aim, and reach, 

Stoop their vile Necks,afid dull Obedience preach; 
Let them withſlaviſh aw (diſdain'd by me.) 2; 
Adore the purple Rag of Majeſty, 

And think't a ſacred Relick of the Sky : 

Well may ſach Fools a baſe Subjetion own, 

Vaſſats toevery Aſs, that loadsa Throne : 


” to 8 4 T = R I 
ww Unlikethe foul, with which proud I-wasbarn, 
Who could that ſneaking thing a Movarch ſcorn,” 
Spurn off a Crown, andſet any footin ſport 
Upon the head, thet woreit, trod in dirt... 
But ſay,what s't thatbindsyour hands? (do's fear 
Fromſach aglorionsaGtion you deter 2 
Or is't Religion? but you ſare diſclaira 
That frivolous-pretence, that 'empty name : 
Meer bugbear word, devis'd by Urto ſcare 
The ſenſkfs rout 'to flaviſkneſs, and fear, 
Ne're know 1o2awthebrave,andithote;that dare. 
& _ Such weak, and feeble thinpsmay ſerve tor checks 
To rein, and curbbafe-mertled Heretick: ; 
Dull creatures, whoſe nice bogling confciences 
| Startle, or firain at ſuch flight crimes as theſe; 
Such, whoty fond Kibra honeſty beſools, 
. Orthatold muſty piece the Bible gulls ; 
That hated Book, the bulwark of our foes, 
W hereby they {till uphold their tott'ring cauſe. 


Ler 


hou the Jeſuits. ( 137 
Let no ſuch|tayemiſlead yan ſromirhe round!!!» 52 | 
Of glory, | norinfeftyourSoutywittt gaody'0175't 
Let rieverboldaneroaching Virtue dare” 2/7711” 24) 
Witty het grim boly faee-to-enterthers, '-/! 1 5+ * 
No, votin very: Dreams: have only wilt {| 44 
Like Fiends, and Meto cover; andiattill;- © 
Let true ſubſtantial wickedneſstakeplace; 
Lurp; and Reign; let it the very trace- 

(If any yet be lefty: of: gavdideface, '' 7 

If ever qualms of inward: 'cowardice 


(The things, whicti ſome-dullſbts call conſtience)* 


rile, 
Let themin ſtreams of Blood,and laughterdrown, 
Or with new weiglits of guileſtill preſs 'em down: 
Shame, Faith, Religion, Hanor, Loyalty, | 
Nature it ſelf, whatever 'cheeks-there be 
| Talooſe, and uncontrol'd impiety, A 


Be all extin&tinyouz own no remorſe 


x 


But that you've balk'd a fin, have been 00  worle, 


Or too much pity hewn. _ 


Re 


SATTR L 
FA tin Miſchief Trade, be each 7 
oa | Performing as n Dewl; nor ſtick to reach 
* , AtCrimzes moſt dangerous 3 where bold deſpair, 
3 | | Madluſt,and beedleſs blind revenge would ne're 
P 7 |  Eyolook, march you without a bluſh, or fear, 
_- Toflam'd by all the hazards,, that oppoſe, 

Ap firm, as burning Martyrs, to your Cauſe. 

* Fhen you're true Jeſwits, then you're fit tg be 
_ -Diſciples of great Loyola, and Me - 

| y to wndertake, worthy a Plot, 

Like this, and fit toſcourge an Huguenot. 


jr rages on that Name! may ſwift confuljon 
ſeize, 


"Y | Anſel blot out the curſed Race : 

Q Thrice damn'd be that Apoſtate Monk, from whom 
rung firſt theſe Exemies of Us, and Rome : 

© Whoſe pois'nous Filth, dropt from ingend'ring 


A Brain, 
. By monſtrous Birth did the vile InſeZs ſpawn, 
Which now infeſt cach Country, and dcfile 
Waſh their o'reſpreading ſwarms this goodly Pe, 
Onee 


- 


_ " : bs. 
| Hs 


4 
/ \wpoht the Jeſuits. 
Once it was ours, and ſubje@ to our Yoke, * 
Till a late reigning Witch th” Enchaens —_ 
Ic ſhall again: Hel and 1 fay'e: Vave 3 REL 
But courage to make good the Propheſie? | 
Not Fate it ſelf ſhall hinder, —— VE. 

Too ſparing wasthe time, too mild the day; © 
When our great Mary bore the Engliſh (way 2 
Unqueen-like pity marr'd her Royal Pow'e, + 7 
Nor was her Purple dy'd enough in Gore. 

Foutgr five hundred, ſuch like petty ſum 
Might fall perhaps a Sacrifice to Rome, 
Scarce worth the naming : hadI had the Pow'r,. 
Or been thought fit t'have been her Counſelor, 
She ſhou'd have raisd it toa nobler ſcore. 
Big Boyfires (hould have blaz'd,and ſhone each day, 
Totell our Triutpphs, and make bright our way: 
And when 'twas dark, in every Lane, and Street 
Thick flaming Hereticks ſhould ſerve to light , 
And ſave the needleſs Charge of Links by night :\ 


\ a SATTRA 

+ Smithfield ſhould fill have kepta conftant fire, - 

'Which never ſhould'be quench'y, never expire, 

But wittrthe tives: of/all the wiſcrtant rout, 

Till the laſtgoſpingbreath had blown it our. 
$0 Nero did;-ſach was the prudent courſe 

Taken by all his mighty Succeflors, 

To tame like Hereticks of old-by force : 

' They-fcorn'd dull/reaſons,and petlantick rules 

To conquerygand reduce the harden'd Fool: : 

Racks;Gibbets, Helters were their arguments, 

Which did moft undeniably convince : 

Grave bearded Lions manag'd the diſpute, 

And reverend Bears their DoQrines did conſute : 

And all, who'would ſtand out in Riff defence, 

They gently tlew'd, and worried into (eaſe : 

Better than all our Sorbox dotards now, 

Who would by dint of words our Foes ſubdue. 

This was the rigid Diſcipline of old, 

Which mgdern'ſots for Perſecution hold : 


[open Ig. Jeluny, _ 

Of which dull Anwahſtoin tory tell | 

Strange Legends, aud buge bulky Voluer ſwell, . * 

With Martyr'd Fooks, that loſt ther way to Hel. ' 8 "4 
From theſe, our Charch's:glorious Anceſtors, \ frat 


ITCRER 
We've learnt our arts, apd made their Methods =; 
ours: : 


Nor have we come behind, the leaſtdegree, \ 

In as of rough and manly cruelty : 

Converting Faggotgand thepow'rfubſtake, 

And Swoxd refiltle(s our Afoftles make. . 1 
This heretofore Bobemis felt, and-chus | 

Were all the num'rous Proſelytes of Huſe 

Cruſh'd with their head : So Waldo'scurfed rout, 

And thoſe of Wickiiff bere were rooted our,(chole, - 

Their names ſcarceleft.—-Snre were the means,we 

And wrought prevailingly : Fire purg'd the drofs 

Of thoſe foul Hereſes, and ſovereign Steel 

Lopt off th'infe&ed Limbs the Chwch to heal. -,, | 
Renown'd was that FrenchBrove,renown'd hisy © , , © 

A deed;for which the day defervevitsred (deed 

Far more than for a paltry S4j#t, that died : 

_ How 


"wv, \\-: 
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Hoy goodly was theSight4 bow fine the Show 
$ When Paris ſavithrough all its ; Channels flow 
© (The bvod of Hugnenotrz when the full Sein, 

| Swell'd with the floodjits Banks with joy o're-ran! 
"He ſcorn'dlike common Murderers to deal | 

By parcels, and piecemeal; he ſcorn'd Revait 


V'th' Trafe of Death: whole Myriads died by 
th' great, 


Soon as one fingle life; ſo quick their Fate, 
Their very. Pray'rs, and Wiſhes came too late, 
This a King did : and great, and mighty 'twas. 
Worthy his bigh Degree, and Pow'r, and Place, 
And warthy our Religioz, and our Cauſe : 
+ Unmatch'd 'thad been, had not Mas-quire arole, 
|” The bold Mac-guire (who, teadin modern Fame, 
Can be a Strapger to his Worth, and Name? ) 
'; Born tqout-lig a Monarch, born to Reign 
In Guilt, and all Competitors diſdain : 
Dread memory! whoſe each mention (till can make 
Pale Hereticks with trembling Hortor quake. 


— 


or——_ 


- 
"4 
_—_— 


Tando 
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T'undo a Kinredom, to atchieve a crime 
Like hisz who would not fall and die like him ? 


Never had Rome a nobler ſervice done, 


N-ver had Hel; each day came throngitg dowri 
Valt ſhoals of Ghoſts,and wine was pleas'd,& glad, 


And ſmil'd, when it the brave revenge ſarvey'd; 


Nor dol mention theſe great Inſtances 


For bounds, and limits to your wickedneſs: 
Dare you beyond, ſomething out-of the road 
Of all example, where none yet have trod; 
Nor ſhall hereafter : what mad Catiline 

Durl(t never think, nor's madder Poet feign. | 
Make the poor bafiled Pagan Fool confels, 


AS 
How much a Chriſtian Crime can conquer his: © _ 
_ | - 

How fer in gallant miſchief overcome; Z' AP 26 
| 1918 
The old mult yield to newand modern Rome. 4 5 
J &f A <p Ag 


Mix 1/: paſt; preſeat, future, in one act ; 

One high, one brave, one great, one glorious Fad, 
Which Hel, and very I may envy——— 

Such as a God himſelf might wiſh to be 


C 
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A Complicein the mighty villany 


And barter's Heaven, and vouchſafe to die; 


Nor let Delay ( the bane of Enterprize) 


% 


Marr yours, or make the great importance mils. , 
This fa@ has wak'd your Enemies, and their fear ; 
Let it your vigour too, your haſte, and care. 

Be {wiſt, and Jet your deeds foreſtall intent, 

Foreſtall ey'n wiſhes, e're they can take vent, 

Nor give the Fates the leiſure to prevent. 

Let the ſull Clouds, which a long time did wrap 

Your gath'ring thunder, now with ſudden clapy 

Break out upon your Foes; daſh, and confound, 

And ſpread avoidleſs ruin all around, 

Let the fir'd City to your Plot give light ; 

You raz'd it half before,. now raze it quite. 

Do't more efteRually ; I'd (ce it glow 

In flames unquenchable as thoſe below. 

T'd ſee the Miſcreants with their houſes burn, 

And all together into afhes turn, Y 


XxX © $ - are 
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Bend next your fury ro the curlſt Divar ; 


That damn'd Com:ittee, whom the Fates ordain 


- Of all out well-laid Plots to be the bane; 


Unkennel thoſe State}Foxcr, whete they lie =/ 

Working your ſpeedy fate, and deſtiny. 

Lug by the ears the doting Prelates thence, 

Daſh Hereſie together with th: ir Brains 

Out of their ſhatter'd heads, Lop off che Lords 

Ard Commons at one ({troke, and let your Swords 

Adjourn 'em all to th” other World 
Would l were ble(t with fleſh and blood again; 

But to be Actor in thtat happy Scene ! 1 


Yet thus I will be by, and glut my view, | 

Revenge ſhall takeirs fill, in (tate I'll go ; 

With captive Ghoſts attend me down belyw. 
Let thefe the Handlclls of your vengeance be; 

But ſtop not here, por flag in cruelty. 

Kill like a Plague, or I»qui(t;on; ſpare 

No Age, Degree, or S:x; only to weat 


A Su), only toown a Lite, be here 
"00'? 
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Thought crime enough to Joſe't : no-time, nor 
(place 


Be Sanctuary from your outrages. 
$pare not in Churches Nm Prieſts at pray'r; 
[ſho interceding for you, Hay ev'n there. 

Spare not yourg I-fants ſmiling at the breaſt, 
Who from relenting Fools their mercy wrelt : 
Rip teeming Wombs, tear out the hated Brood. 
From thence, & drown 'cm in their Mothers blood. 
Pity not Prgins, nor their tender cries, 

Tho proſtrate at your feet with melting eyes 

All drown'd in tears; ſtrike home, as 'cwere in luſt, 
And force their begging hands to guide the thruft. 
Raviſh at th' Altar, kill when you have done, 


po HE 
Make them your Rapes, and ViRims too in one. 


Nor let gray hoary hairs proteon give 
To Age, juſt crawling on the verge of Life: 


Snatch from its Jeaning handsthe weak ſupport, 


And with it knock't into the grave with ſport ; 


Brain the poor Cripple with his Crutch, then cry, 


You've kindly rid him of his miſery. 


Y Les R 
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Seal up your ears to Mercy, leſt their words |, 
Should tempt a pity, ram 'em with your Swords 


(Their tongues too) down their throats; let 'em 
not dare 


To mutter for their Souls a gaſping Pray'r, 

But in the utt'rance choak't, and ſtab it there. 

'Twere witty handſom Malice (could you do't) 

To make'em die, and make'em damn'd to boor, 
Make Children by one Fate with Parents die, } 

Kill ev'n revenge in next Polterity : 

So you'll be peſter'd with no Orphans cries, 

No Childleſs Mothers curſe your Memories. 

Make Death, and Deſolation ſwim in blood 

Throughout the Land,with naught to (top the fload 

But ſlawghter'd Carcaſſes; till the whole I/e 

Become one tomb, become one fun'ral pile ; 

Till ſuch vaſt numbers ſwell the countleſs ſumm, 

That the wide Grave, and wider Hell want room. 


Great was that Tyrazts wiſh, which ſhould be 


Did I not ſcarn the leavings of a ſin ; (mine, 
PA! n a > 
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Freely I would beltow tun Eagland:now, tarow. : 


That the whole Nation with one teck might 
To be {lic'd off, and you to give the blow. 
What neither Sax0# rage could here ioflict, 


Nor Dancs more ſavage, nor the barb'rous Pi ; 
What Spaiz, nor Eighty Ejglt could ere deviſe, 
"_ With all its Flect, and freight of cruelies ; : 

What ne&'er Medina wilh'd, much lets could dare, 

And bloodier 4lvs would with trembling hear 
"What may ſtrike out dire Prodigics of old, 

And make their mild, and gentler as untold. 
What Hcav'ns Judgments, nor the angry Stars, 
Farcign Invalions, nor Domeſtick Wars, 

Plaruc, Fire, ner Famine could effect or do; 

All this, and more be dar'dand done by you. 

But why dol with idle talk delay 

Your hands, and while they ſhould be aCting, ſtay? 

Farew 2 | 

If Im ay walt a Pray't for your ſuccek, 


Hell be your ad, and your high projets DieG! 
May 


May that vile Wretch,jt any here there be, 


That meanly ſhrinks from brave Iniquity ; 
If any here feel pity, or remorſe, 
May he fee] all, I've bid you a&, and worſe/ )/ 
May he by rage of Foes unpitied fall, 
And they tread out his hated Soul to Hell. 
May's Name,and Carcaſe rot,expos'd alike to be 


The everlaſting mark of grinning Infamy, 
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Ay, if our (ins are grown ſo high of late, 
© mths nnolonger can ad} journ om 
May't pleaſe ſome milder Vengearce to deviſe, 
Plague, Fire, Sword, Dearth, or any thing but this, 


Let it rain ealding Showers of Brimſtoze down, 
To burn us, wadot old the luſt ful Town : 

Let a new deluge overwhelm agen, 

And drown at once our Land, our Lives, our Sin. 
. Thus gladly we'll compound, all this we'll pay, 
To have this worſt of 17; remov'd away. 
Judgments of other kinds are often ſent 
mercy only, not for puniſhment : 

But where theſe light, they ſhew a Nation's fate 


Is given uggand paſt for reprobate. 

When God his {tock of wrath on Eeypt ſpent, 
Fo make a ſtubborn Landgand King repent, 
S$paring the reſt, had he this one Plague ſent ; 


For 
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For this alone his People had been quit, 
And Pharaoh circumcis'd. a Proſelyte, 

Wonder no longer wby no Care, like theſe, 
Was known, or ſuffer'd in the Primitivedays : 
They never (inn'd enough to merit it, | 
Twas therefore what Heav'ns juſt pow'r thought 
To ſcourge this latter, and more {inful age 
With all the dregs, and ſqueeſwgs of his rage. 

Too dearly is proud Spain with Exg/and quit 
For all her loſs ſuſtein'd in Eighty Eight 3 
For all the /zyour Warlike Virgin wrought, 

Or Drake,and Rawleigh her great Scourges brought. 
Amply was ſhe reveng'd 1 that one birth, (forth 
When Hell for her the "Biſcain _ Plague broughe 
Great Counter- plague | in which unhappy we | 
Pay back her ſuffrings with full ufury: 

Than whom alone none ever was delign'd 

T'entail a wider curſe on Human kind, 
But he, who firſt begot us, and firſt lichd, 
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Happy the World had been, and happy Thou, 
(Leſs damn/dat leaſt, and lefs accurſt than now) 
If early with'lefs guilt in War th'had{tdy'd, 
And from enſuing miſchiefs Mankind treed. 
Or when thou view'dſt the Holy Laud,and Tomb, 
Td, Th'bad'ſt ſuffer'd there thy brother Traitor's doom. 
Curſt be the womb,that with the Firebrand teem'd, 
Which ever fince has the whole Globe inflam'd ; 
More curſt that il|-aim'd Shot, which baſely milt, 
Which maim'd a li-b,but ſpar'd thy hated bresft, 
And made th* at once a Cripple, and a Prieſt, _, 

But why this wiſh? The Chxrchif ſo might lack 
Champions, good works, and Saints for th' Almanack, 


Theſe are the Janizaries of the Cauſe, 


The Life-Guard of the Rowan Sultan, choſe 
To break the force of Hugnenots, and Foes. 
The Churches Hawkers in Divinity. 

Who 'ſead of Lace, and Ribbons, Dofrine cry : 
Rome's Strowlers, who ſurvey each Continent, 


Its triwkets, and commodities ta vent, 


Ex» 


4. F- - wa 6 
von the files 
Export the Goſpel, ke mere waye, for fale, 
And truck'e for Indigo, and Catchfipeal. CY { 
As the known Fa@ors here, the Brethren, onoe 
Swopt Chriſt about for Bodkins, Rines, and Spoone, 
And ſhall theſe great Apoſtles be contemn'd, 
And thus by ſcoffi ig Hereticks defam'd ? 


They, by whoſe means both Izdies now enjoy 
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The two choice Bleſhings, Pox and Popery? 
Which buried elſe in ignorance had been, 
Nor known the worth of Beads, and Bellarmine # 
It pitied holy. Mother Church to ſee 
A Warld ſa drown'd in groſs Hdolatry : 
[t griev'd toſce ſuch goodly Nations hold => | 
Bad Errors and unpardonable Gold. 
What Charity Pieces of Eight ae" 
So you were choſen th" fitteſt to reclaim 
The Pagan World, and give'ta Chriſtian Name, 
And great was the ſucceſs; whole Myriads ſtand 
At Font, and were baptifd in their own blogd. | 
*[ | Millions 
Wag & 0-1 R4ov Cs VA Vakauike, \ 
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Millions of Souls were hurl'd from hence to burn 


Before their time, be damn'd before their turn. 
Yet theſe were in compaſſion ſent to Hell, 

The reſt reſerv'd in ſpite, and worſe to feel, 

/Cowmpell'd inſtead of Fiends to worſhip yor, 

The more inhumane Devils of the two. 

Rare wayg\ and method of Converſpor this, 


To make your Votaries your Sacrifice ! 
If to deſtroy be Reformation thought 3 


 APlagueas well might the good work have wrought. 
Now ſee we why your Foxnder, weary grawn 

Would lay his former Trade of Killing down 

| He found "twas dull, he found a Crown would be 

A fitter caſe, and badge of cruelty. 

Each ſniv'lling Hero Seas of Blood can ſpill, 

When wrongs provokc,and Honour bids him kill 

Exchtiny Bully Lives can freely bleed, 

When prelſs'd byIVine,or Punkto knock o'th' head: 

Give me your through-pac'd Rogye, who ſcorns 

Promptcd by w_ Revenge, or Injury, .(to be 


But docvnt of true inbred cruclty : 


Your 
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Your cool, and ſober Mrderer, who prays, 
And ſtabs at the ſame titne, whowne hand has 
Stretch'd up to Heav'n, rother tomake the Paſs. ) 
So the late Saints of bleſſed memory, 
Cut throats in Godly pure ſincerity : 
So they with lifted hands, and eyes devour, 
Said Grace, and carv'd a {laughter'd Monarch out. 
When the firſt Traitor Cairn (too good to be 
Thought Patron of this black Fraternity ) 
His bloody Tragedy of old defign'd, 
One death alone quench'd his revengeful mind, 
Content with but a quarter of Mankind : 
Had he been Jeſuit, had he butput on 
Their ſavage cruelty 3 the reſt had gone : 
His hand had ſent old Adam after too, 
And forc'd the Godhead to create anew. 
(choughe 
And yet 'twere well, were their foul guilt bue 
Bare ſinz 'cis ſomething ev'n to own a fault. 
But here the boldeſt flights of wickednels 
Are ſtampt Religion, and for currant paſs, 


© | 
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The blackeſt, uglieſt, horrid'ſt, damned'ſt deed, 
For which: Hell flames, the Schovls a Title need, 
It done for Holy Church y is fanRified. 

This conſecrates the bleſſed Works, and Tool, 

Nor muſt we ever after think 'em foul, 

To undo Realms, kill Parents, murder Kings; 

Are thus but petty trifles, venial things, 

Not worth a Corfeſſer ; nay, Heav'n (tall be 

It ſelf invok'd t'abet th' impiety. 

Grant, gracious Lord, ( Some Reverend Villain 

t That this the bold Aſſertor of our Canſe (prays) 
© May with ſucceſs accompliſh that great end, 

* For which he was by thee, and us defign'd. 

Do thou this Arm, and Sword thy ſtrength ini- 
; And guide 'em ſteddy tothe Thrents heart, (P4** 
© Grant him for every meritorious thruſt 
© Degrees of bliſs above among the Jult ; 
© Where holy Garzet, and S. Guyare plac'd, 
© Whom workylike thig,before have thither tais'd. 


\ . 


Whete 
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« Where they are interceding for us now z 
«© For ſure they're there. Yes queſtionleſs, and 6k 
Good Nero is, and Diocleſian too, 
And that great ancient Saint Heroſtratus, 
And the late godly Martyr at Thowlouſe. 
Dare ſomething worthy Newgate,and the Jow'r. 
If you'l be caoniz'd, and Heav'n enſure. 
Dull prixrtive Fools of old | who would be good, 
Who would by virtue reach the bleſt abode; 
Far other are the ways faund out of late, 
Which Mortals to that happy place tranſlate: 
Rebellion, Treaſon, Murder, Maſſacre, 
The chief Ingredients now of $aint-ſhip are, 
And Tyburn only ſtocks the Calendar. 
Unhappy J=das, whoſe ill fate, or chance 
Threw him upon groſs times of Ignorance; 


Who knew not how to valueg or eſteem 

The worthy and merit of a glorious crimel = 
Should his kind Stars have let him ated now ; 
H'ad dy'd abſolv'd, and dy'd a Martyr too. 


Hear'ſt 


Mine, 


by / 


X Varok. 
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. Hear'tthou,GreatGod, ſuch daring blaſphemy, 
And let'it thy patient Thunder ſtill lie by ? 

Strike, and avenge, leſt impious Atheiſts ſay, 
Chance guides the world, and has uſurp'd thy ſway; 


Leſt theſe proud proſp'rous Villains too confeſs, 

Tjou're ſenſleſs, as they make thy Images. 

Thou juſtgand facred Pow'r! wilt thou admit 

Such Gueſts ſhould in thy glotious preſence fit ?- 

If Heav'n ca? with ſuch company diſpence ; 

Well did the Indian pray, Might he keep thence ! 
Bur this we only feign, all vaingand falſe, 

As their own Legexds, Miracles, and Tales; 

Either the groundleſs calumnies of ſpite, 


a 


Or idle rants of Poetry, and Wit. 
We wiſh they were: but you hear (Zarret cy, 
© I didit, and would do't again ; had1 
* As much of Blood, as many Lives as Rome 
© Has ſpilt in what the Fools call Martyrdom: ; 
* As many Souls as Sins 3 Id freely ſtake 
* All them, and more for Mother Charch's ſake: 


© For 


' JT's 
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For that I'll ſtride o're Crowns, ſwim through 4 
* ” Flood, | FY 
© Made up of [lavghtet'd Monarchs Brains, ad © 

© Blood. | A 
* For that no lives of Hereticks [ll ſpare, 4 
* But reap 'em down with leſs remorſe, and cars 
© Than Targqnin did the Poppy-heads of old; 


© Or we drop Beads,by which our Pray'rs ate told, 


Bravely reſolv'd! and 'twas as bravely dar'd : 
But (lo! ) the Recompence,and great Reward /\ 
| The wight is to the Almanack prefert'd. 


Rare motives to be damn'd for holy Cauſe, 
A few red Letters, and ſome painted ſtraws | Z 
Fools! who thus truck with Hell by Mohatra, 


And play.theic Souls againſt no ſtakesaway. 
'Tis ſtrange with what an holy Impudence 

The Villain caught, his innocence maintains 5 

Denies with Oaths the Fa&t, untillit be 

Leſs guilt to own it than the perjury : F 

By th' Maſ4,and bleſted Sacraments he ſwears, 

This Mary's Milk; and t\other Mary's Tears, 


And the whole muſter-roll in Calendars. | 
| D " Not 
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Their Benefit o'th' Clergy, Perjury. 


CC, 
Not 
- 'Oglorious, and heroick Conſtancy 


Wich gaſping Seuls expiring ih a Lye. 


The poor regret of having done amils : 


(nx 
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Not yet ſwallow the Falſhood ? if all this 
Won't gain a reſty Faith y he will on's knees 
Th' Evangelifis, and Lady's Pſalter kiſs. 

To vouch the Lye: nay, more, to make it good 
Mortgage his Soul upor't, his Heav'o, and God, 
Damn'd faithleſs Hereticks! hard to convince, 

Who truſt no VerdiCt but dull obvious Senſe, 
Unconſcionable Courts ! who Prieſts deny 


Ronom for the Martyr'd Saints! behold they come! 

With what a noble Scorn they meet their Doom? 
— 08 Poſt, nor often Carted Whores 

Shew more of Impudence, or leſs Remorſe. 


\ That can forſwear upon the Cart, and die 
None but tame Sheepiſh Criminals repent, 
Who fear the idle Bugbear, Puniſhment : 


Your Gallant Sinner ſcorns that Cowardice, 


Brave he, to bis firſt Principles ſtill true, 
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Can face Damnation, Sin with Hell iti view : 
And bid i take the Son!, he does bequeath, - 
And blow it thither with his dying breath. 
Dare fuch, as theſe, profeſs Religion's Name ? 
Who, fhould they own'r, and be believ'd > would v 


- ſhame 
I:'s Praftice out o'th' World, would Atheiſts make 
Firmin their Creed, and vouch it at the Stake? 
Is Heavy for ſuch, whoſe Deeds make Hetoo good, 
Too mild a Pexance for their curſed Brood ? 
For whoſe unheard-of Crimes, and damned Sake 
Fate muſt below new ſorts of Torture make, 
Since, when of old it fram'd that place of Doom, 
T was thought no guilt, like this,could thither come 


Baſe recreant Souls! would you have Kings 
truſt you, 


Who never yet kept your Allegiance true 

To any but Hel: Prince? who with more eaſe 
Can ſwallow down moſt ſolemn Perjuries, 
Than a Towh. Bullie common Oaths, and Lies? 
Ate the Frezch Harry's Fates ſo ſoon forget? 
D 2 Ovy 
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And thoſe fine Streamers, that adorn'd ſo long 
The Bridge, and Weſtminſter, and yet had hung, 
Were they not ſtoln, and now for Relicksgone?\ 


Think Tories Loyal, or Scotch Covenanters: 
Robb'd Tzeers gentle; courteous, falting Bears: 
Atheiſts devour, and thrice-wrack'd Mariners : 
Take Goats for Chaſt, and cloiſter'd Marmoſites : 
Forplaingand open two-edg'd Paraſites : 
Believe Baxds modelt, and the ſhameleſs Stews, 
And binding Drankard Oaths,and Strumpet's Vow; : 
And when in time theſe Contradiction meet ; 
Then hope to find *em in a Loyolite: 

To whom, tho gaſping, ſhould I credit give ; 
1d think *twere Sin, and damn'd like unbelief. 

Oh for the Swedz/b Law enacted here! 

No Scare-crow frightens like a Prieſt-Gelder, 
Hunt them, as Beavers are, force them to buy 
Their Lives with Ranſom of their Lechery. 
Or'kt that wholſome Statute be reviv'd, 


Which Exe/and heretofore from Wolves —_— 
as 
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. Tax every Shire inſtead of them to bring « 
Each Year a certain tale of Jeſuits in ; | 

And let their mangled Quarters hang the Ile 

To ſcare all future Vermin from the Soil, 
Monſters avaunt ! may ſome kind whirlwind {weep 
Our Land, and drown theſe Locwſts in the deep : + 
Hegce ye loath'd Objetts of our Scorn, and Hate 
With all the Curſes of an injur'd State: 

Go, foul Impoſiors, to ſome duller Soil, 

Some eafjer Natioz with your Cheats beguile - 


Where your groſs common Gxleries may pals, 


To ſlur, and top on bull ed Conſciences : ol 
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Where Ignorance, and th' Inquiſition Rules, 

Where the vile Herd of poor Implicit Fools 

Are damn'd contentedly, where they are led 

Blindfold to Hel, and thankgand pay their Guide. 
Go,where all your black Tribe before are gone, 

Follow Chaſtel, Ravillac, Clement down,” 

Your Catesby, Faux, and Garzet, thouſands mare, 

And thoſe, wha hence have'lately rais'd the ggg,. 
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Where the Grand Traitor now, and all the Crew 
Of his Diſciples muſt receive their Due : 
Where Flames, and Tortures of Etcrnal Date 
Muſt puniſh you, yet ne're can expiate : 
'/ -Learnduller Fejnds your unknown Cruelties, 
Such asno Wit, but yours, could e're deviſe, 
No Guilt, but yours,deſerve; make Hell confeſs 
+ ſelf out-done, its Devils damn'd for les, 
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Ong bad the fam'd Impoſtor found Succeſs, 
Long ſeen his danen'd Fraternitſ's increaſe, | 

In Wealthgnd Power, Miſchicand Guile improv'd, 
By Popes, and Pope-rid Kings upheld, and lov'd: 
Laden with. Tears, and Sins, and nym'rous Scarg, "M,,' 
Got ſome ith' Field, but moſt iu other Wars, 
Now finding Life decay, and Fate draw near, 
Grown ripe for Hell, aud Roman Calendar, 
He thinks it worth his Holy Thoughts, and Care, 
Some hidden. Rules, end Secrets to Impart, 
The Proofs of longh Experience, and deep Art, Of 
Which te his Succeſſors may uſeful be 
In condu# of their future Villany. 
Summon'd togetber, all th' Officions Band 
The Orders of their Bedrid-Chief attend ;, 
Doubt fl, what Legacy he will bequeath, 


Ard wait with greedy Ears his dying Breath : 
D 4 _ An 
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ith ſuch quick Duty Vaſſal Fiend: below 

To meet command: of their Dread Monarch £0, 
On Pillow rais d, be do's their entrance greet, 
Hud joys to ſeethe wiſh'd Aſembly meet : 

They ir glad Murmur tell their Joy aloud, 

Theg 4 deep ſilence ſtills th' expeTing Croud, | 

Like Delphick Hag of old, by Fiend poſeſt, 

He ſwells, wild Frenzy heave; bis panting Breſt, 

Hi: briſtline Hairs ſtick up, his Eye- Bulls glow, 

And from bis Mouth long ſtrakes of Drivel flow : | 

Trice with due Rev/rence he bimſelf doth croſs, | 

They thus bis Hellifh Oracles di iſcloſe. | | 
"Ye firm Aſſociates of my great Deſign, | 

Whom the'fame Vows, and Oaths,and Order joyn, | 

The faithful Band, whom T, and Rome hive chofe, | 

The laſt Support of our declining Caufe: 


Ewan Yhoſe Conquiring Troops I with Succeſs have led 
Cainſt all Oppoſers of our Church, and Head; 
Who e're to the mad German owe their Rife, 
Geneva's Rebels, or the Mot-brain'd Iriſe 5 


y 


Revoltcd 
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' Revolted Hereticks, whoJate have broke 
And durſt throw off the long-worn Sacred Yoke ; 
You, by whoſe happy Influence Rome can boaſt 
A greater Empire, than by Luther loſt; 
By whom wide Nature's far-ſtretch'd Limits now, 
And utmoſt Indies to its Crofier Bow ; : 

Go on, ye mighty Champions of qur Cauſe, 
Maintain our Party, and ſubdue our Foes ; 
Kill Herefie, that rank, and pois'nous Weed, 
Which threatens now the Church to overſpread ; 
Fire Calvin, and his Neſt of Upſtarts out, 
Who tread our Sacred Mitre under Foot; 
Stray'd Germany reduce ; let it no more 
Th Inceſtuous Mozk of W ittemberg adore : Mts, be 
Make ſtubborn Egl. once more ſtoop i ts Crown, 
And Fealty to our Prieſtly Sovereign own : 
Regain our Church's Rights, the-I/and clear 
Front all remainirig Dregs of Wickliff there. 
Plot, Gnterprize; contrive, endeavour : fpare 
N 0 tall, nor Pains no Dearhgnot Danger fear; 


Reltleſs 
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Reſtleſs your Aims purſue : let no defeat 
Your ſprightly Courage, and Attempts rebate, 
But urge to frelh;) and bolder, ne're to end j 
Till the whole World to our great Caliph bend ; 
Till he thro' every Nation every where 
Bear Sway, -and Reign asablolutg,\ as here : 
Till Rowe without cantroul, and Conteſt be 
The Univerſal Ghoſtly Monarchy. 


Oh! that kind Heaven a longer Thread would 


give, 
And let me tothat happy JuoQure live : 
But 'tis decreed !-—-at this be paus'd, and wept, 
The reſt alike time with his Sorrow kept : 
Then thus continued he-—- Since ugjuſt Fate 
Envies my Race of Glory longer date g 
Yet, as a wounded General, e're he dies, 
To his fad Troops, (ighs out his laſt Advice, 
(Who, tho they, muſt his fatal Abſence moan, 


By thoſe great Leſſons conquers, when he's gone) 
' $0, [ to you my laſt. Inſtructions give, 


And breath out Counſel with my parting Life : 
Let 


o-. 


Let cach to my important words give Ear, 
Worth your attention, and my dying Care. 
Firſt, and the chiefe(t thing by me enjoyn'd. 
TheSolemn'(t tie, that muſt your Order bind, 
Let each without demur, or{cruple pay 
A ſtri& Obedience to the Rowan Sway : 
Tothe unerring Chair all Homage Swear, 
Altho a Punk, a Witch, a Fiend (it there : 
Who e're is tothe Sacred Mitre rear'd, 
Believe all Vertues with the place conferr'd ; 
Think him eftabliſh'd there by Heav'n, tho he 
Has Altars rob'd for briþes the choice to buy, 
Or pawn'd his Soul to Hell far Simony : 
Tho he be Atheiſt, Heathen, Zxrk, or Jew, 
Blaſphemer, Sacrilegious, Perjur'd too : 
Tho Pander, Bawd, Pimp, Pathick, Buggerer, 
What ere old Sedew's Neſt of Lechers were: 
Tho Tyrant, Traitor, Pois'aner, Parrigide, 
Magician, Monſter, all, that's bad beſide : 
Fouler than Infamy ; the very Lees, 
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Fhe Sink, the Jakes, the Common- ſhore of Vice: 


Strait 


* 
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Strait count him Holy, Vertuous, Good, Devour, 
Chaft, Gentle, Meek, a Saint, a God, who not? 


Make Fate hang on his Lips, nor Heaven have 


Pow'r to Predeſtinate without his leave: 

None be admitted there, but who he pleaſe, 
Who buys from him the Patent for the Place. 
Hold .thoſe amongſt the higheſt rank of Saints, 
Whom e're he to that Honour ſhall advance, 
Tho'here the Refuſe of the Jail, and Stews, 
Which Hell it ſelf would ſcarce for lumber chuſe: 
But count all Reprobate, and Damn'd,and worſe, 
Whom he,when Gout,or Tiflick Rage,ſhall curſe : 


Whom he ia Anger Excompumnicates, 


a For Friday Meals, and abrogating Sprats ; 


Orin juſt Indignation ſpurns to Hell 
For jegring Holy Toe, and Pantofle. 

| What e're he ſays, eſteem for Holy Writ, 
And text Apocryphal, if he think fit : 
Let arrant Legends, worſt of Tales, and Lies, 
Falſer than Capgraves, and Poraginer, 


Than 


= pon the Jeſuits. 43 - 
Than £uixot, Rablais, Amadis de Gauly 


| —_ 2 
If fign'd with Sacred Lead, and Fiſher's Scal \ / | 
Be thought Authentick and Canonical, 
Again, if he Ordain'tin'his Decrees, 
Let very Goſpel for meer Fable paſs : 
Let Right be wrong, Black White, andVertueVice, 
No Sun, no Moon, nor no Antipodes : 
Forſwear your Reaſon,Conſcience,8& your Creed, 
Your very Senſe, and Exclid, if he bid. 

Let it be held leſs heinous, leſs amils, 
To break all Gods Commands, than one of his: 
When his great Miflions call, withont delay, 
Without Reluctance readily Obey, 
Nor let your Inmoſt Wiſhes dare gainſay : 
Should he to Bantam, or Japan command, 
Or fartheſt Bounds of Sonthern unknown Land, 
Farther than Avarice its Vaſlals drives, 
Thro' Rocks,and Dangers,loſs of Blood, and Liyesz 
Like great Xavier's be your Obedience ſhown, 
Ourſtrip his Courage, Glorygand Renown 3 


Whom 


% 
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Whom gcithtr ytwtfttig Outphs of deep Deſpair, 
Nor ſcorching Heats of burning Line could feare : 


Whom Seags,nor Stotms, not Wracks coutd make 
refrain 


From propagating Holy Faithy and Gain. 
If he but nod Commiſlions out to kill, 
But becken Lives of Hereticks to ſpill z 
Let th' Inquiftion rage, freſh Cruehkies 
Make the dite Engines groan with tortur'd Cries : 
Let Campo Flori every day be {trow'd | 


With the warm Alhes of the Lxth'rax Brood: 


Repeat again Bohemian Slaughters ore, 

And Piedmont Vallies drown with floaticg Gore : 

Swifter than Murdering Angels, when they fly 

On Errands of avenging Deſtiny. 

Fiercer than Storms let loofe, wich eager haſte 

Lay Cities, Countries, Realms, whole Nature waſte. 

Sack, Kavifh, burn, deſtroy, thy, maſſacre, 

Till the ſame Grave their Lives, aad Names interr: 
Theſe are the Righgs to our great Maſty due; 


The (worn Allegiance of your Sacred Vow : 
Wit 
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What elſe we in our Voraries require, 

What other Gikgnext follows to enquire, 4, +, 

And firſt it will our gteat Advice befit, 

What Soldiers to your Liſts yoh ought admit, uw 

To Natives of the Churchgand Faith, like you, 

The foremoſt rank of Choice is juſtly due : 

'Mongſt whom the chiefeſt place aſfign to thoſe, 

Whoſe Zeal has moſtly Signaliz'd the Cauſe. 

Bnt let not Entrance be to them deny'd, 

Who ever ſhall deſert the adverſe Side: 

Omit no Promiſes of Wealth, or Power, 

That may inveigled Hereticks allure: 
(nowns, 

Thoſe, whomgreat leartiing, parts, or wit re- 

Cajole with kopes of Honours, Scarlet Gowns, 

Provincial;ſhips, and Palls, and Ttiple Crowns. | 

This muſt a ReQor, that a Provoſt be, 

Athird fucced to the next Abbacy : 

Some Princes Tutors, others Confeſlors 

To Dukes, and Kings, and Queens, and Emperors: 


/ 


Theſe ate ſtrong Arguments, which ſeldom fail, 
W hich more than all your weak giſputes prevail. 
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' Exclude not thoſe of leſs deſert, decree 


, Toall Revolters your Foundation free : 


Pr Way 


Toall, whom Gaming, Drunkenneſs, or Luſt, 
To Needgand Popery ſhall have reduc'd : 

To all, whom flighted Love, Ambition croſt, 
Hopes often bilk't, and Sought Preferment loſt, 
Whom Pride, or Diſcontent, Revengezor Spite, 
Fear, Frenzy, or Deſpair ſhall Proſelyte : 

Thoſe Pow'rful Motives, which the moſt bring in 
Moſt Converts to our Church, and Order win. 
Rejet notthoſe, whom Guilt, and Crimes at home 


Have made to us for Sanctuary come: 


Let Sinners of each Hue, and Size, and Kind, 


Here quick admittance, and ſafe Refuge find : 
| Be they from Juſtice of their Country Bed, 


With Blood of Murders,Rapes,and Treaſons died: 
No Varlet, Rogue, or Milcrcant refuſe, 
From Gallies, Jails, or Hell it ſelf broke looſe. 


| By this you ſhall in Strength, and Numbers grow 


And ſhoals each day to your throng d Cloilters 


flow : 
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$0 Rome's and Mecea's firſt great Founders did, 
By ſuch wiſe Methods made their Churches ſpread. 


When ſhaven Crown, and hallow'd Girdle's 
Power 


Has dub'd him Saint, that Villain was before : 
Enter'd, let it his firſt Endeavour be 
To ſhake off all remains of Modeſty, 
Dull ſncaking Modelty, net more unfit 
For needy flatt'ring Poets, when they write, 
Or trading Punks, than for a Jeſuit : | 
If any Novice feel at firſt a bluſh; 
Let Wine, and frequent converle with the Stews$ 
Reformthe Fop, and ſhame it out of Ule, 
Untecach the puling Folly by degrees, 
And train him to a well-bred Shameleſneſs, 
Get that great Gift, and Talent, Impudence, 
Accompliſh't Mankind's higheſt Excellence : 

'Tis that alone prefers, alone makes great, 


Confers alone Wealth, Titles, and Eſtate 


Wee S 


50 $ 4 ERRASIL 
Gains Place at Court, can make a Fool a Peer, 


VilewAn Afsa Biſhop, can vil'ſt Blockheads rear 


To wear Red Hats, and (it in Porph'ry Chair. 

,Tis Learning, Parts, and Skill, and Wit, and Senſe, 

Worth, Merit, Honour, Vertue, Innocence. 
Next for Religion, learn what's fat to take, 

How ſmall a Dram do's the juſt Compand make, \. 

As much as is by the Crafty States-men worn 

For Faſhion only, ortoſerve a turn: 

To bigot Fools its idle Practice leave, 

Think it enough the empty Form to have : 

Fhe outward Show is ſeemly, cheap, and light, 

The Subſtance Cumberſome, of Coſhand Weight: 

The Rabble judge by what appears to th' Eye, 

None, or but few,the Thoughts within Deſcry. 

Make't you an Engine to ambitions Pow'r 

To ſtalk behind, and hit your Mark more ſure: 

A Cloak to cover well-hid Knavery, 

Like it, when us'd, to be with eaſc thrown by: 

A ſhitting Card, by which your Courſe to ſteer, 


And taught with every changing Wind to veer. 
\ Let 


#pon #h8 Jeſuits, 
Let no Nice, Holy, Conſcientious Aſs 


Amongſt your better Company find place, 

Me, and your, Foundation to diſgrace? Aye, 4 

Let Truth be baniſh, ragged Vertue fly, 

And poor unprobitable Honelty 

Weak Idols, who their wretched Slaves betray z 

To every Rook, and every Knave a Prey: 

Theſe lie remote, and wide from Intereſt, 

Farther than Heaven fromHell,orEaſt R__ 

Far, as they e're were diſtant fromthe breaſt, (i p 
Thiak not your {elvesr' Aulterities contin'd, RB 

Or thoſe {trict Rules, which other Orders bind . 

To Capnobins, Carthuſians, Cordilers 

Leave Penance, meager abſtinence, and Prayers: 

In loufie Rags let Beeging Fryars lye, 

Content on Straw, or Boards to mortife: 

Let them with Sackcloath diſcipline their Skins, 

And ſcourgethem for their madneſs,and their Sins: 

Let pining Anchorets in Grotto? ſtarve, 

Who from the Liberties of Nature ſwerve: 
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Who make't their chief Religion not to ear, 


And place't in naſtineſs, and want of Meat * 

Live you in Laxuryg,and pamper'd Eaſe, 

As it whole Nature were your Catereſs, 

Soft be your Beds,as thoſe, whichMonarch's Whores 
Lye on, or Gouts of Bed-rid Emperors: 


Your Wardrobes (tor'd with choice of Suits, more 
dear 


Than Cardinals on high Proceſſions wear : 


With Dainties load your Boards, whoſe every 


Diſh | 
May tempt cloy'd Gluttons, or Vitellixs Wiſb. 
Each fit a longing @xeer: let richeſt Wines 
With Mirth yout Heads inflame, with Left your 


Vems: 
Such as the Friends of dying Popes would give 
For Cordials to prolong their gaſping Life. 
Ne're let the Nazarene, whoſe Badg, and Name 
You wear, upbraid you with a Conſcious Shame z 
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Leave him his ſlighted Homilies, and Ryles, 

To ſtuff the Squebbles of the wrangling Schools 
Diſdain, that hey,and the poor angling Tr/be, 
Should Laws, and Government to you preſcribe : 
Let none of thoſe good Fools your Patterns make; 
Inſtead of them, the mighty Judas take. 
Renown'd I/cawot, fit alone to be 

Th' Example of our great Society : 

Whaſe daring Guilt deſpis'd the common Road, 
And ſcorn'd to ſtoop at Sin beneath a God. 

And now 'tis time I ſhould Irſiru&jons give, 
What Wiles, and Cheats the Rabble beſt deceive : 
Each Age, and Sex, their diff'rent Paſſions wear, 
To ſuit with which requires a prudent Care : 
Youth is Capriciow, Headſtrong, Fickle, Vain, 
Given to Lawleſs Pleaſure, Age to gain : 

Old Vives, in Superſtition over-grown, * pi 
With Chimmny Tales, and Swries belt ares won; | 
'Tis no mean 7alent rightly to deſcry, 


What {cveral Raitsta each you aught apply, 
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The Credulous, and eafic of Belief, 
With Miracles, and well-fram'd Lies deceive, 
Empty whole Szrins,and the Talawd : dram 
Saint Frantis, and Saint Mabomet's Alcoran : 
Sooner (tall Popes, and Cardinals want Pride, 
Than you a Stock of Lies, and Legends need. 
Tell how bleſt Virgin to come down was ſeen, 
Like Play- Houſe Punk deſcending in Machine : 
How ſhe writ Bi/ets Donx, and Love- Diſcourſe, 
Made Aſſienations, Viſits, and Amovrs : 
How Heſs diſtreſt, her Smock for Banzer bore, 
Which vanquiſh'd Foes, and murder at twelve 
Relate how Fiſh in Conventicles met, (Score. 
And Mackyel were with Bait of Do@ine caught : 
How Cattel have Judicions Hearers been, 
And Stones pathetically cry'd Amen : 
How conſecrated Hivey with Bells was hung, 
And Bees kept Maſs, and Holy Anthems Sune : 
How Pigs to th' Res'ry kneel'd, and ſheep were 
To bleat Te Deww, and Magnificat : (taught 


How 
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How Fly-Flap of Church-Cenſure Houſes rid 

Of Inſe&s, which at Curſe of Fryer dy'd: 

How travelling Saints, well mounted on a Switeh, a, 
Ride Journeys thro' the Air, like Lapland Witch : 

And ferrying Cowls Religious Pilgrimg bore 


& 
O're waves withythe help of Sail, or Oar. out / 


[ 


Nor let Xavier's great Wonders paſs conceal'd, 
How Storms were by th' Almighty Wafer quell'd; 
How zealows Crab the ſacred Image bore, 

And (wam a Cath lick to the diſtant Shore 

With Shams, like theſe, the giddy Rout willead, 
Their Fol, and their Superſtitihn feed. 

'Twas found a goodgyand gainful Art of Old 
(And much it didour Church's Pow'r uphold ) \y1ney 
To feign Hobgoblins, Elves, and walking Sprites, 
And Fairies dancing Salenger a Nights : Jah 
WhiteSheets for Gheſts,and Wil. a-wiſys have pa(t 
For Souls in Purgatory unreleaſt. 

And Crabs inChurch-Yard crawl'd in Maſquerade, 
To cheatthe Pariſh, and have Maſes ſaid, 
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By this our” Anceſtors in happier Days, 

Did ſtore of Credit, and Advantage raiſe : 

But now the Frade is fall'n, decay'd, and dead, 
E're ſince Contagions Knowledg has o're-(pread: 
With Scorn the grinning Rabble now hear tell 
Of Hecla, Patrick's hole, and Mongibel; 
Believ'd no more, than Tales of Troy, uvleſs 


In Copwtries drown'd in Ienoranceg, like this, 
Henceforth be wary how ſuch things you feign, 
Except it be beyond the Cape, or Line; 

vr / Except at Mexico, Brazile, Pekys, 
At the Molucco's, Goa, or Pegu, 
Or any diſtant, and Remoter Place, 
Where they may currant, and unqueſtion'd paſs : 
Where never pocking Heretickg reſort, | 


To ſpring the Lye, and make't their Game, and 
e Spert, 


But I forget ( what ſhould be wention'd molt) 
Confeſſion, our chief PriviledgF and Boiſt : 
That Staglc ware, Which ne're returns in yain, 
Ne're balks the Trader of expetted Gain, 
'Tis 
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'Tis this, that ſpies through Court-intrigues, | acid 
Admiſſion to the Cabinets of Kings: (brings 
By this we keep proud Monarchs at our Becks, 
And make our Foot-ſtools of theirThrones & Necks: 
Give 'em Commands, 2nd it they: Diſobey ; 

Betray them to th' Ambitious Heir a Prey : 


Hound the Officious Curs on Heretigks, 

The Vermin, which the Church infeſt, and vex: 

And when our turn is ſery'd, and Buſineſs done, 

Diſpatch 'em for reward, as uſclefs grown : 
Nor are theſe half the Benefits, and Gains, 

Which by wiſe Manag'ry accrue from thence: 

By this w'unlock the Miſer's hoarded Cheſts, 


And Treaſure, though kept cloſe, as States-mens 
. Breaſts ; 


This does rich Widows to our Nets decay, 
Let us their Jointures, and themſelves enjoy : 
To us the Merchant does his Cuſtoms bring, 
And pays our Duty, tho he cheats his Kiog : 


To us Courr-Miniſters refund, made great 
By Wbvery, and Bankrupt of the State « 


Ours 


, 
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 Oursisthe Soldier's Plunder, Padder's Prize, 
TY Gabels on Letch'ry, and the Stew's Exciſe : 

| | By this our Colledges in Riches ſhine, 
And vy with Becket g,and Loretto's Shrine. 


And here I muſt not gradge a word or two 


(My younger Vot'ries) of Advice to you ; 

To you,whomBeautic's Charms,and gen'rous Fire 

Of boiling Youth to ſports of Love inſpire: 

This 1s your Harveſt, here ſecure, and cheap 

You may the Fruits of unbought Pleaſure reap : 

Riot in free, and uncontroll'd delight, 

Where no dull Marriage clogs the Appetite : 

Taſt every diſh of Luſt's variety, 

Which Popes, and Scarlet Lechers dearly buy, 

With Bribes, and Biſhopricks, and Simony. 

But this 1 everto your care commend, 

Be wary how you openly offend : 

Leſt ſcofting lewd Buffoons deſcry our Shame, 

And fix diſgrace on the great Order's fame. 
When the unguarded Maid alone repairy, 


Þ/ To eaſe the burthgny of her Stns, and Cares; 
| Waen 
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When youth in each, and privacy conſpire 
To kindle wiſhes, and befriend deſire 

If ſhe has praRis'd inthe Trade before: 
(Fewelſe of Proſelytes to us brought ore ) 
Little of Force, or Artifice will need : 


To make you in the Victory ſucceed : 


But if ſome untaught Innocence ſhe be, 
Rude, agd unknowing in the myſtery c 
She'll coſt more labour to be made comply. 

Make her by Pumping underſtand the ſport, W 

And undermine with ſecret trains the Farr, 
Sometimes asif you'd blame her gaudy dreſs, 

Her Naked Pride, her Jewels, Point, and Lace; 

Find opportunity her Breaſts to preſs : Q} 
Ofr feel her hand, and whiſper in her car, 

You find the ſecret marks of lewdneſs there :; 
Sometimes with naughty ſence her bluſhes raiſe, QG. 
And make 'em guilt, ſhe never knew, confeſs; 

© Thus (may you ſay) with ſuch a leering ſmile, | 


> * So is a look youf hearts beguile: V4 
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© Thus with your foot, hand,eye,you tokens ſpeak, 
* Thele Signs deny, theſe Aflignations make: 
* Thus'tis yau clip, with ſuch a fierce embrace 
* You claſp your Lover to your Breaſfyand Face: 
© Thus are your hungry lips with Kitlles cloy'd, 


* Thus is your hand,& thus your tongue employ'd., 


* Ply her with talk with this : and, if ſk! encline, 


To help Devotion, give her Arctine 


Inſtead o'th' Roſary : never deſpair, 

She, that to ſuck diſcourſe will lend an Ear, | 
Thochaſter than cold cloyſter'd Nuns ſhe were, 
Will ſoon prove ſoft, and pliant to your uſe, . 
As Strumpets on the Carnaval Ict loole, 

Credit experience 3 Þ have tri'd 'em all, 

Aud never found th' unercing methods fall : 

Not Ovid, tho 'twere his chief Maſtery, 

Had greater skill in theſe Jntrigues, than I; 

Nor Nero's learned Pimp, to whom we owe 
What choice Records of Luſt are extant now. 
This heretofore, when youth, and ſprightly Blood 


Ran in my Veins, I taſtedgnd enjoy'd ; 
ha Ah 


% 
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Ah thoſe bleſt days, |—{bere the old Lecher ſmil', 
With ſweet remembrance of paſt pleaſures fill'd) 


But they are gone ! Wiſhes alone remain, - 


And Dreams of Joy, ne're to be felt again: 
To abler Youth I now the PraQice leave; 
To whom this counſel, and advicel give. 

But the dear mention of my gayer days 
Has made me farther, than I would, digreſs: 
'Tis time we ſhould now in due Place expound, 
How guilt is after fbrift to be atton'd : | 
- Enjoynno ſow'r Repentance, Tear, and Grief;  / / & 
Eyes weep no cal[h, and you no profit give: 
Sins, tho of the firſt rate, muſt puniſh'd be, 
Not by their own, but th' Actor's Quality : 
The Poor, whoſe Purſe cannot the Penance bear; 
Let whipping ſerve, bare feet, and ſhirts of hair - 
The richer Fools to Compoſtela ſend, 
Tothk Rome, Monferrat, or the Holy Land : 
Pet Pardons, and the [ndulgence-Office drain 
Their Cotters, and enrich the Pope's with gain: 


Make 


ad 
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Makes 'em byild| Churches, Monaſteries found 
And dear baughtMadies for their crimes compound 
Let Law, and Golpel, rigid precepts (ct, 
And make the paths to Bliſs rugged, and (trait : 
Teach you a (moothy, an ealier way to gain 
Heav'ns joys, yet ſweets) and uſeful (in retain : 
With every frailty, every luſt comply, 
T*advance your Spiritual Realmg,and Monarchy : 
Pull np-weak Vertue's feace, give {cope and ſpace 
And Purliens to ont-lying Conſciences : 
Shew that the Needlte's eye may (tretch, and. how 
The laxgeſt Camel-vices may ga thro”. 


\'; Teach bow the Prieft Plaralitics may buy, 
Yet fear na odious Sin of Simony. 
' While Thoughts, and Ducats will directed be : 


Let Whores adorn his exemplary life, 
But no lewd heinous Wite a Scaudal give. 


Sooth-up the Gaudy Atheiſt, who maintains 
No Law, but Senſe, and owns #o'God, bug Chance. 
Bid'Thieves rob on, the Boifterow Ruffian tel, 
He may for Hire, Revenge, or Honour kill : 


Bid 


upon the Jeſuits, 
Bid Struepets perlevere, abſolve 'em.too, 


And take their dues i kizd for what you do: 
Exhort the painful, and induſtrious Bawd | 
/ To Diligence, and: Labovr in her Trade : 
Nor think her wnocent Vocation ill, 

Whoſe incomes do's the ſacred Treaſure fill : 

Let Griping Uſurers Extortion uſe, 

No Rapize, Falſheod, Perjury refuſe, 

Stick at no Crime, which covetows Popes would ſcarce 
A to enrich themſelves, and Baſtard: Heirs : 

A ſmall Bequeſt to th* Church can all atttone, 
Wipes off all ſcores,and Heav'ng,and al/'s their own, 
Be theſe your Do@ries,thele the truthggou preach, 


But no forbidden Bible come in reach : 


Your Cheats, and Artifices to Impeach, . 
Leſt thence Lay-Fools Pernifiows knowledge get, © 
Throw off Obedience, and your Laws forget : 
Make 'em believ't a ſpell, more dreadful far, 

Than Bacon, Haly, or Albumazar. 

Happy the time, when th' uppretending Crowd 


No more, thanT, its Language underſtood | 


When 


©. 
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When the worm-eaten Book, link'd to a chain; 
In duſt lay mouldring inthe Vatican; 

Diſpis'd, negleRed, and forgot, to none, 

But poring Rabbies, or the Sorbox known : 

Then in full pow'r our Soveraign Prelate ſway'd, 
By Kings and all the Rabble World Obey'd : 
Here humble Monarch at his feet kneel'd down, 
And beg'd the Almgand Charity of a Crown: 
There, when in Solemn State he pleas'd to ride, 
Poor Scepter'd Slaves ran Henchboys by his (ide : 
None, tho in thought, his grandeur durſtBlaſſ pheme; 


 Norin their very ſleep a Treaſon dreatn. 


But ſince the broaching that miſchievous Piece, 
Each Alderman a Father Eumbard is: 
And every Cit dares impudently know 
More than a Council, Pope, and Conclave tos. 
Hence the ate Damned Frier, and all the crew 
Of former Crawling SeCts their poiſon drew : 
Hence all the Troubles,Plagues, Rebellioos breed; 
We've felt; ot feel, or may hereafter dread : 


\V here- 


» 
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Wherefore enjoyn, that no Lay-coxcomb dare” Y 
- About him thatunlawful-Weapon wear; by 
But charge him chiefly not'to touch at all 
The dang'rous Works of that old/Zollard, Pail 3 * | 
That arrant Wick{5ffiſt, from whom gur-Fors 
Take all their Battries to attack our Cauſe; 
Would hein hisfirſt years had Martyr'd been, - 
Never Damaſcus; nor the Vilion ſee; 
Then he our Party was, ſtout, vigorous, 
And fierce in chace of Heretieks, like us: 
Till he at length, by th' Enemies ſeduc'd, 
Forſook us, and the hoſtile ſide eſpous'd. 

Had not the mighty Julian miſt his aims, 
Theſe holy Shreds had all conſum'd in flames: 
But (ince th*Imfnortal Lumber till endures, 
In ſpight of all his induſtry, and ours ; 
Take care at lealt it may not come abroad, 
Totaint with catching Hereſie the Crowd : 
Let them be (till kept low in ſence, they'l pay 
The more reſpe&, more readily obey. | 


F Pray 


_ $4ATL RATE 
© Pray that kind Heav'a would on their hearts: dir/ 
A bounteous, ang abugdan Ignocance, * Pm. 
That they may never ſwerve, norturn awry 

From ſoundg, and Orthodas Stupidity. | 
But theſe aze obvious 4alpngys, caſte to know, 
S Common toevery Menxky a\ well as you $: 
Greater Atfaus, and more important wait 
To be diſculs'd, and call for our debate: 
Matters,that depth require, and well befit 
Thi Addreſs, and Condudt of a Fejat. 504 
How Kingdoms are embrould, what fhakes a 
How the firſt ſeeds of Dilcontent are fown 
To ſpring up in Rebellion; how are fct 
The {ccret wares, that circutavent a State: 
{, How bubled Monarchs aze at firſt begyil'd, 
Trepann'dgaud guil'd, at la depos'dg and killd.) | 
When fome proud Prince,” a Rebel ro-Gur | 
For dizbelieving Holy Church's Cres, CI | 
And Peter.pence, ws Heretick decreed ; 


none Jen. « y be 
And by «folemng,and_unqueſtion'd Pow'e /. :| A | 
EE onng | 


Chuſe firſt ſome dext'rous Rogue, well Me 


(Such by una your Fatailiars rote 

Let him by, Arts, and Nature fitted be 

For any great,ait gallant Villany, 

PraQtis'd in every Sin, each kind of Vice, 

Which deepeſt Cafuilts in their ſearches miſs, 
Warchful as Jealoufie, wary as Fear, 

Fiercer than Luſt, and bolder than Deſpair, 
But cloſe, as plotting Feinds in Coundal are. h. / 
To bim, in firmeſt Oaths of Silence bound, / 
The worth, and merit of the Decd propound ; 

Tel} of whole Reams of Pardon, new come ore, 
Indies of Gold, and Bleſſings,endlels ſtore : 

Choice of Preferments, if he overcome; 

And if he fail, ugdoubted Maryrdom ; 

And Bills for Sumsin Mecav'n, tobe drawn 

On Fators there, and at ficlt ſight paid down. . 


F 2 With 


ZY, Cul Northern Brains, in theſe deep Arts unbred, 


SJE.» 
With Artzand Promiſes, like theſqgallire,  - - 
And make him to your great deſign ſecure. 

: And here: to-know the ſundry ways tokill,” 

Is worth the Genivs of a Machiavel : | 


Know nought but to' cut Throats, or knock oth? 
Noflight of Murder of the ſubr'leſt ſhape, (Head, 
Your buſie ſearch, and obſervation ſcape : 


Legerdemain of Killing, that dives in, * 


And Juggling ſteals away a Life unſeen : 


How gawdy Fate may be in Preſents ſent, 

And creep inſenſibly by Touch, or Scent: | 
How Ribbands, Gloves, or Saddle-Pomel may 
An unperceiv'd, but certain Death convey z 
Above the reach of Antidotes, above the Pow'r 


Ot the fam'd Portick Mountebankto cute. 


What &re bs known to quaint /tal;an ſpite, 
In ſtudied Pois'ning $kill'dg and exquiſite: 
What e're great Borgigg/ or his Sire could boaſt, 
Which the Expence of half the Conclave coſt, 


Thug 


"Add the Jelvits. © 6 «. 
| Ttitw thay the” buſtgeh bett ſecret deiie, © 

Nor Authors, /northe-Ateefhries knows, 7) it 

Andrthe lure'd guilt witheaſe on others thrown. 

Bur if 'illFortune ſhould yotr Plot betta" 4 

And leiveyou tothe rage'of Foes 2 prey 5 

"Let nbge his/Crime by weak confeſſion awn, 

Noriſhamethe Church, while he'd himſelf attont, 

Let varntſ\ Guilegand feign'd Hypoerifies, - 

Pretended Holineſs,” and uſeful Lies, © © 

Yoar welldiſſembled Villany diſguiſe. 

A thoufatid wily Turngand Doubles'try,” © 

| To foil theScent, and todivert the Cry : 

Cog, ſhamyutface, deny, equivocate, 

\Intoa'thouſand ſhapes your ſelves tranſhte £ 

Remember. what the crafty Spartan taught, 

Childrea/-wich/ Rattles, 'Men with Oaths ate 

Forlwear port the Rack, and if you fall, W*28%%"* 

Let this great comfort. make amends for all,” ” \ 


\ 


Thoſgwhomrhey damn for Rogueygnext Age ſhall 
Made Advocates i'th Church's Litany, Weds / 
_ TRE Who 


ry þ ' 
Poe $ WM iv wlry ta <} Uewy.Feti 
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Who ever, with bold Tongue, or Pea ſhall dare 
Againſt ygur Arts, avd Pradices deelare ; 
What Fool ſhall e're preſumptuoully oppoſe, 
Your Haly Cheaty;/ and godly Frauds diſcloſe z 
Pronounce bim Heretick, Firebrandof Hell, 
Twrk , Jew, Fiend, Miſcreant, Pagan, Infidel ; 
A thouſand blacker Names, worſe Calumnies, 
AllygWi canthink, and pregnant Spite deviſe: 
Strike home,gaſh deep,no Lies, nor Slanders (pare, 
> Wow), A Wound, thocur'd, yetleaves behind a Scar. 
| Thoſegwhom your Wigand Reaſon can't decry, 
Make ſcandalous with Loads of Infamy : | 
Make L«ther Monſter, by a Fiend begqq .:.; oe. 
Brought forth;with Wings, and Tail, and 
Make Whoredom,luceſt, worſt of vicegaud thame, 
Pollutggand foul hisManners, Life, and:-Name, 
Tell how ſtrange Stoxms uſher'd bis fatal and,” 
And Hell's black Troops did for bis Soul cattend. 
Much worethad tb fay 3- but now grown faint, 
And ſtrengthgand Spisits for the Subjo@ wan: 


Pe 


1 (pon the Jeſuits. 
Be theſe; great Mylteries,, 1 bete unfold, 
Ameng(t/your Ocder's Inſtitutes enroll'd : 
\ Preſerve them facred, clolepnd ynreveal d , »/ 
Is agcieut Rowe her, Sybil's Books conceal'd: 
Let no bold Heretick with ſawcy eye | 
Iatathe hidden unſcen Archives pry 3 
Leſt the malagious floating Raſcals tugn 
Our Chuych t9 Laughter, Raillery, and Scorn. 
Lec atver Rackeor Tortuco, Paingor Fear, 
From your GraBrraſistb'importagt Secrets tear: 
If any treacb'row;Brother of 'your own 
Shalito:th' World divulgo,make them known, 
Let him by-warſtof Deaths bis Guile attone. , 
Should but hitT houghtyorDreams fuſpeRed be, 7 
Let hid for ſafety, and prevention die; 
And learn ?ch*Orave theArt vf Seereſix. 

But one thivg wore, i4ndehen'with.joy Tgs; 
Not al longer ſtay of Fate below: ©" k/ 
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Give me again once more your plighted Faith, 
Andet each ſealit with his dying breath : 

As the great Carthaginian heretofore 

'The bloody recking Altar touch'd, and ſwore 


Eternal Enmity to th* Rowan Pow'r : 


Sycar you (and let theFates confirm the ſame) 
An endleſs Hatred to the Lutb'rax Name : 

Vow never to admitgor League, or Peace, 

Or Trace, 'or Commerſe with the curſed Race: 
Now, through all Age, when Timggor Place ſoe're 
Shall give you pow'r, wage an immortal War: 
Like Thebes Feuds, let yours your ſelves ens. 
And in your very Duſt, 'atd Aſhes live. 

Like mine, be your laſt Gaſp their a 


this 
They kneel, and all the Sacred Volumn ko 'W 
Fowing to: ſend each year ap Hecatomb _ 
Of Huguenots, \an Off 'ring to, bis Tomb. 
In vain he would continue 3-—- Abrupt Death 
A Period puts, and flops his impiow Breath : 


In broken Accents he is ſcarce allowd 

To fanlter out his Bleſſing ow the Crowd, 
Amen3s eccho'd by Infernal Howl, + 
And ſcrambling Spirits ſeize his parting Soul. 
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 $. Tgnatius his Image brought in, di/- 
| covering the Rogueries of the Jeſu- 
its, and ridiculous Superſtition of the 

we Church of Rome. 


Nce I was common Wood, a ſhapeleſs Log, 
'S, Thrown out a Pifting.poſt for evryDog: 


+ The Workman yetin doubt, what courſe to take; 
© f Whether 1'd beſt a Saint, qr Hog-trough make, 

-  Aﬀttrflcbate reſolv'd me for a Saint, 
And thus fam'd Loyola I repreſent: - 
And well I may reſemble hit, for he 
As ſtupid was, as much a Block as I. 
My right Leg maim'd; at fratr 1 feem to ſtatid; 
To tell the Wounds at Pampeluns ſuſtein'd. 


i 


»iy 
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My Sword, and Soldiers Armpur bere had been, 
But they may in Monſertats/Chutch be ſeen : | 
_ Thoſe there to bleſſed Virgin laid down 
"For Caſlock, Surſingle, and lulen Crown, 
The ſpiritual Garb, ib which know am 

With due Accoutrements, and. fitdiſguiſe 

I might for Centinel of Corn ſuffice: 

As once the well-hung God of ald ſtood guard,/ 
And the invading Crows from Fortige ſear'd. ' | 
Now on my head;the Birdstheir Relicksleave,// 
And Spiders in my mouth their Arras weave : 
And perſecuted Rats oft find in me 
A Refugggand religious Sanftuary: * "g 
But you profaner Herekz, who &te © 
The Ingquiftiongand' its vengeance fear, ( 

I charggzyſtand off, at peril oome not near: 

*None at twelve ſcore untruſs,break wind,or pil; | 

Heenters Fox his Liſts, that dare tranſgreſs: 


_— 
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Form by H6ly'Qhurch in Rev'rence had, | - 

© | And all good Carh'lick Folk implore my aid. | 
{ Theſe Piftures, which-you ſee, my Story give, 
The Ads,” and Mi6numents of me alive : | 
/Thart Frame,whertin with Pilgrims weeds I ſtand, 
Contains my Travels to the Holy Land. \ iN 
This me, and-my Decemvirate: at Rome, | :- - 
When I for-Granm of my great Order come. 
There-with:Devotion rapt, - Thang in Air,.' 

w yu Dove' o_ _ ) = 23 


G TE ai1s 1A | 


to be my Geguard fi from aſſoulting Fiends,. 
/ Thoſe Tables by, angCrutches of the lame, . 
- My great Atchievements fince my death proclaim; 
Box, Ague, Dropſie, Palſie, Stone, and Gout, | 
Legionyyo Maladie by me calt out, 

More than the College know, or ever fill 
Quacks Wiping:paper, and the Weekly Bill. 


"pon ths Jeſuits. 0— 79: 
What Petev's ſhadow did of old, the ſame + 7 
Is fancied done by my all-powerful-Name 


For which ſome wear't about-their-Necks, and 
Arms, 


To guard from Dangers, Sicknefles;and Hatmisz:”i 
And ſome on Wombs the batren to: relieve; {1 
A Miracles I better did alive, 

Oft I by-crafty- Jeſuit am taught 


Wonders to do, and many a Juggling Feat. 
Sometimes with Chafing-diſh behind me put, Y ” 
Tſweat like Clapt Debauch in Hot-Houſe ſhut, 

And drip like any Spitchicock'd Hugnenot : ) 
Sometimes by ſecret Springs I learn to ſtir, | / 
As Paſte-board Saints dance by miraClous Wire: 
Then I Tradeſcant's Rarities out-do, 
$4ndsWarterworks,and German Clockwork too, 

Or any choice Device at Barthol.mew. 
Sometinef utter Oracles, by Prieſt 
Inſtead of a Familiar poſleſt. | 


*. SATT R w 
The Church I vinditate, Lauher confute, 
And cauſe amazement inthe gaping Rout. 


Such Cheats, ſuch  Hocws Trickss) FT) | 
eter 


Far Mirggles amongſt the Rabble paſs. i 
By this in their eſteem I daily grow, 
In Wealth inrich'd, increas'd in Vot'ries too. 


This draws each year vaſt Numbers 'ta. my 
Tomb, 


More than in Pigrimage to Mecca come. 


This brivgs each week new Preſents to my Shrine, 
And makesit thoſe of India,Gods out-{hine. 
iF This gives a Chalice, that a Golden Croſs, 
. Another maſfie Candleſticks beſtows, 
, d\ of Some Alterfclodthe of coſtly work, and price 
| Phuſb, Tiſſue, Erayn, Silks of nobleſt Dies, 

The Birthy,and Paſſion in Embroideries : 
Some Jewels, rich as thoſe, th' Aigyptige Punk 
ln Jellies to her Rowen Stallion drunk, 


upon the Jeſhith, * 2. 
Some dffer gorgeous Robes, which ſerve to wear) 
When I on Holy days in ſtate appeary/ i! 
When I'm» in pomp on high Procefbans ſhown) 
Like Pageants of Lord May's, or Shimmington, ' / 
Lauculhis could not ſuch a Wardrobe boaſt, () 
Leſs thoſe of Popes at their ElteQtion cofts 


Leſs thoſe, which Sicihy's Tyrant heretofore "\\4 1... JS 


From Plunder'd Gods, and Jove's own Shoulders 


tore. 

Hither, asto ſome Fair, the Rabble come, 
Tobarter for the Merchargize at Rove ; 
Where Prieſts, like Mountebanks,on Stage appear, 
T'expoſe the Frip'ry of their hallow'd Ware : 
This is the Lab'ratory of their Trade, 
TheShop, where all their (taple Drugs are made; 
Preſcriptions, and Receipts to bring in Gain, 
All from the Church Diſpenſatories ta'en, 

The Pope's Elixir, Holy Waters here, \7 
Which they with Chymick Art diltill'd prepare: 


Choice 
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Choice above Goddard's Drops, .and all the Traſh 
Of Modern Quacks; this i1sthat Soveraign Waſh 
For fetching Spots, and Morphew from the Face, 
And ſcowring dirty Cloaths, and Conſciences, 
One drop of this, if us'd, had pow'r tp fray 
The Legion from the Hogs of Gadara : 
This would have filenc'd quite the }/l:ſpire Drum, 
And zhe prating Fiend of Maſcon dumb, 
mw conſecrated Oyl contains, 
Kept Sacred, asthe fam'd Ampoulle of FE rances 
Which ſome profaner Hereticks would uſe 


For liquoring Wheels of Jacks, of Boots, and" 
Shooes : * 

This make the Chriſm, which mix'd with Snot of 
* Prieſts, 


| Anoin(young Cath'hcks for the Church's liſts; 


And when they're croſt, confeſt, and die; by this 
Their lanching Souls ſlide off toendleſs Bliſs: 
As Lapland Saints, when they on Broomſticks fly, 
By help of M1gick UnQions mount the Sky. 


pon the Jeſuits. 
Yon Altar-Pix of Gold is the Abode, 

And ſafe Repoſitory of their God, 

A Croſs is fix'd upon't the Feinds to fright, . 


| /: 
And Flies which would the Deity beſhite ; ” 


And Mice, which oft might unprepar'd receive, 
And to lewd Scoffers cauſe of Scandal give. 
Here are perform'd the Conjurings and Spells, 


For Chriſtning Saints, and Hawks, and- Carriers 
Bells; 


For hal]'wing Shreds, and Grains, and Salts, and 
Bawms, 


Shrines, Croſſes, Medals,Shells, and Waxen Lambs: 
Of wondrous Virtue all (you mult believe) 

And from all forts of 111 preſervative ; 

From Plague, InfeRion, Thunder, Storm, and Hail, 
Love,Grief. Want, Debt,Sin, and the Devil and all, 
Here Beads are bleſt, and Pater noſters fram'd, 
(By ſome the Tallics of Devotionnam'd) 

Which of their Pray'rs, and Oraiſons Keep tale; 
Lelt they, and Heav'n ſhould in the reck'ning fail. 


CG Here 


0 / 
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Here Sacred Lights, the Altars graceful Pride, 


Are by Prieſts breath perfum'd and SanQtified ; 

Made ſome of Wax, of Hey'ticks Tallow ſome, 

A Gift, which Jriſb Emma ſent to Rowe : 

For which great Merit worthily ( we're told ) 

She's now atnangſt her Country-Saints involl'd. 

Here holy Banners are reſerv'd in ſtore, 

And Flags, ſuchas the fam'd Armado- bore : 

And hallow'd Swords, and Daggers kept for uſe, 

When reſty Kings the Papal Yoke refuſe; 

And conſecrated Rats|bane, to be laid 

For Her tick Vermirg, which the Church iavade. 
But that which brings in; moſt of Weakly) 2nd 


Gain, 


Does beſt the Prieſts (woln Tripeyg and Purſes 


ſtrain; 
Here theyeachWeek their conſtant Auftions hold 
Of Reliques, which by Candles Tach are fold: 
Saints by tlie dozen here are ſet to fale, © | 
Like Mortals wrought n Gingerbread on Stall. 


Hither 
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Hither are loads from emptied-Chahaels brought, »ſ 
And Voidersof the Worms from Sextons bought; 


Which ſerve ſor Retail through the World to 
vent, 


Such as of late were to the Savoy ſent : 
Hair from the Skulls of dying Strumpets ſhorn, 
And Fclons Bones from rifled Gibbets torn ; 


Like thoſes, which ſome old Hag at midpight 
{teals$; 


For Witchcrafts, Amulets, and Charms, and Spells, 
Are paſt for Sacred tothe Cheap'aning Rout ; 

And worn on Fingers, Breaſts, and Ears about. 
This boaſts a Scrap of me, and that a Bit 

Of good 'St. George, St. Patrick, or St. Kit. 
Theſe Locks S. Bridget's were,and thoſe S.Clare's 3 
Some for S. Catharine's go, and ſome for her's 


That wip'd her Saviour's feet, waſh'd with het 
Ears, 


Here you may ſee my wounded Leg, and here 


Thoſggwhich to China bore the great Xavier. 


_ Here 


v 


oy 
of 


It 
84 SATTR IF. 
Here may you the grand Traitor's Halter ſee, 


Some call't the Arms of the Society : 
Here is his Lanthorn too, but Faxx hisgnot, 
That was embezl'd by the Huguenot. 
Here Garnet's Stra ws,and Becket's Boneggand Hair, 
For murd'ring whom, ſome Tailsare ſaid to wear; 
; As learned Capgrave does record their'fate, 
And faithful Britiſh Hiſtories relate. 
Thoſe are $, Lawrence Coals expos'd to view, 
Strangely preſery'd, and kept alive till now, 
; That's the fam'd Wildefortis wondrous Beard, 
| For which her Maidenhead the Tyrant ſpard. 
Yon is the Baptiſts Coat, and one of's Heads, 
The reſt are ſhewn in many a place beſides; 
 'Q) And of his Teeth as many Scts there are, 
As on their Belts fix Operators wear. 
Here Blefſed Mary's Milk, not yet turn'd ſour, 
N/  Renown'd (like Aſs) for its healing pow'r, 
Ten 77ol/and Kine ſcarce ina year give more. 


. | « 


»pon the Jeſuits. | 
Here is her Marteay, and a Smock of hers, 
Fellow to that, which once reliev'd PoiGiers : 
Beſides her Hu:bands Utenſils of Trade, 


©4044 {ome Nis that Images were G_ 
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Whoſe quantity would ſervefor build ba 
Chips, ſome from Holy Croſs, trom Tyburn ſon 
Honour'd by many a Jeſ#it's Martyrdom : 

, All held of ſpecial, and Mirac'lous Pow'r, 
/ Not Tabor more approv'd for Agus cure: e/ 


Here Shooes, whichg, once perhaps at Neweate | Y 4 
hung, 

Angled their Charity, that paſs'd along, 

Now for S. Peter's go, and th' Office bear 

For Prieſts, they did for leſſer Villains there. 


Theſe are the Fathers Implements,and Tools,” 
Their gawdy Tranguims for inveigling Fools : \T41, T nl 
Theſe ſerye for Baits the ſimple to enſnare, | 
Like Children ſpirited with Toys at Fair, % 


a OTET | 
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| Fe] ' InCoals for roaſting Hgxenors, and Feinds: 


SATIRA1YV.: 
Nor are they half the Artifices yet, 
By which-the Vulgar they delade, and cheat : 
Which ſhould hundertake, much eaſter I, 
Mach ſooner might compute what Sins there be 
Wip'd off, and pardon'd at a Jubilee. 

What Bribes enrich the Datary each year, 
Or Vices treated on by Eſcobar : 
How many Whores in Rowe profeſs the Trade, 


Or greater numbers by Confelltion made. 

One undertakes by Scale of Miles to tell 
The Bounds, Dimenſions, and Extent of Hell ; 
How fayg and wide th' Infernal Monarch Reigns, 


How many German Leagues his Realm con- 
tans : 


Who are his Miniſters, pretends to know, 
And all their ſeveral Offices below : 


How many Chaudrons he each year expends 


qyou the Jſvie "2 


And with as much exaQneſs ſtates the caſe, 
As if h'ad been Surveyor of the place. 
Another frights the Rout with ruful Stories, 
Of Wild Chimera's, Limbs's, Purgatories, 
And bloared Souls in ſmoaky durance Tung, 


Like a Weſtphalia Gammon, or Neats Tongue, 

To be redeem'd with Maſſegg,and a Song. 

A good round Sum muſt the Deliy'rance buy, | 4 | 
For none may there ſwear out on poverty. 
Yourrichgand bounteous Shades are only eas'd, 

No F eels or Kings Bench Ghoſts are thence re- d / | 


leas 
A third, the wickedgand debauch'd to pleale, 

Cries up the vertue of Indulgences, 

And all the rates of Vices does alles ; 

What price they in the holy Chamber bear, 

And Cuſtoms for each Sin imported there: 

How you at beſt advantages may buy 

Pateats for Sacrilegezy and Simony, 
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What Tarx'is in the Leach'ry-Office laid 


On Panders, Bawds, and Whores, that ply the 
Trade ; 


What coſts a Rape, or Inceſt, and how cheap 


. You may an Harlot, or an Iogle keep ; 
How eaſie Murder may afforded be 
For one, two, three, or a whole Family ; 
\ / But not of Her'ticks'$ there no Pardon lacks, 
"Tis one o'th* Church's meritorious Ads. 

For venial Trifles, leſs and {lighter Faults, 
They ne're deſerve the trouble of your thoughts. 
Ten Ave Maries mumbled to the Croſs 
Clear ſcores of twice ten thouſand ſuch as thoſe : 
Some are at ſound of chriſten'd Bell forgiven, 
And ſome by ſquirtof Holy Water driven : 
Others by Anthems plaid are charm'd away, 

As Men cure Bites of the Tarantula. 


But rothing with the Crowd does more en- 
hance 


The value of theſe'holy Charlatans, 


woo w'the Jeſuits. | 

Than when the Wonders of the Maſs they veiw, 
Where ſpiritual Jugglers their chief Maſt'ry ſbey : 
Hey Fingo, Sirs) What'sthis? 'tis Bread you ſee; 
Preſto be gone ! "tis now a Deity. 


Two grains of Dough, with Croſs, and ſtamp of 
rieſt, 


And five ſmall words pronounc'd, make up their 
Chriſt. 


To this they all fall down, this all adore, 

And ſtrait devour, what they ador'd before ; 

Down goes the tiny Savioxr at a bit, 

To be digeſted, and at lengthrbeſhit : 

From Altar to Cloſe-Stook; or Jakes preferr'd, 

Firſt Wafer, then a God, and then a——- maxi 
'Tis this, that does the aſtoniſh'd Rout amuſe, 
And Reverence to ſhaven Crown infuſe: 

To ſee a filly, finful, mortal Wight 

His Maker make, create the Infinite. 

None boggles at th' impoſlibility; 

Alas, 'tis wondrous Heavenly Myſtery ! 


be 
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None daresthe mighty God-maker blaſpheme, 

Nor his moſt open Crimes, and Vices blame : 

; Saw he thoſe hands that held his God before, 

Strait grope himſelf, and by and by a Whore: 

Should they his aged Father kills, or worſe, 

His Siſters, Daughters, Wife, himſelf too force, 
And here I might (if 1 but durſt ) reveal 

What pranks are plaid in the Confeſſional : 


How haunted Virgins have been diſpoſleſt, 
And Devils were caſt outs, to let in Prieſt : 
What Fathers act with Novices alone, 

And what to Punks in ſkrievings Scats is done ; 
Whothither flock ro Ghoſtly Conteſlor, 


To clear old debts, and tick with Heav'n for more. 


+) Oft havel ſeen theſe hallow'd Altars ſtain'd 


With Rapes, thoſe Pews with Buggeries profan'd : 


Not great Celer, nor any greater Bawd, 
Of notes, and lonff experience in the Trade, 


Has moregand fouler Scenes of Luſt ſuvey'd. 


SATTR 18, ke, 
But I thiſe dangfrous-Truths farbear tof tell, 
For fear I ſhould the Inquiſition feel, | tal 

Should'Þ'tell all their countleſs Knaveries; 

Their Cheats, and Shams, and/Forgeries, andiLits. 


Their Cringings, Croflings, Cenlitigs, Sprinklings, 
Chriſms, |; 


Their Conyurings, and Spells, and Exorciſms 
Their Motly Habits, Maniples, and Stoles, 


Albs, Ammits, Rochets, Chimers, Hoods, and 
Cowls. 


Should I tell all their ſeveral Services, 

Their Trentals, Maſles, Dirges, Roſaries ; 

Their ſolemn Pomps, their Pageants, and Parades, 

Their holy Masks, and ſpiritual Cavalcades, 

With thouſand Antick Tricks,and Gambols mores 

'Twould ſwell the ſum to ſuch a mighty ſcore, . 

That I at length ſhould more volum'nous grow, 

Than Crabb, or Surizs, lying Fox, or Stow. 
Believe what e're I have related here, 


As true as if 'twere ſpoke from Porpliry Chair. 
N) 6 1A * . "L * Ii. 
\ 


\ \ 
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JfI have feign'd in oughty, or broach'd a Lie, 
Let worſt of Fatts attend me, let me be 
Pift on by Porter, Groom, and Oyſter-whore, — 
Or find my Grave in Jakes, and Common-ſhore: 

Or make next Bonfire for the Powdey-Plot, —_ - 


The ſport of every ſnecring Huguenot. 


There like a Martyr'd Pope in Flames expire, 
And no kind Catholick dare quench the Fire. 
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Aude alig W eoilas Garth, & As "gm, 
$7 vis i aliquis. Juven. Sat. 


OW Curſes on youall! ye vertuousy 
Fools, 


Who think to fetter free-born ſouls, 

And tie 'em\to dull Morality, and rules. | 
The Saggrite be damn'd, ahd all the Crew | C/ \ 
Of learned Idfots, who his ſteps purſues £© | 


And thoſe more filly Proſelytes, whom his fond 
precepts drew. 


Oh! had his Ethicks been with their wild Au» 
thor drown'd, 


Or a like Fate with thole loſt Writings found, 


Whach 


>, 
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Which that grand Plagiary doom'd to fire, 


And-made by unjuſt Flames expire : 
They ne're had then ſeduc'd Mortality, | 


Nere taſted 0 debauch the World with their 
: lewd Pedantry. ? 


But damnid,.,and more, (if, Hell canda't) be that 
thricacyrſed name, 


Wrotre the Rudiments of Law deſtgn'd ; 
Who-ere-didthefirlt Model of Religion frame, 
And by that double Vaſlalage enthrall'd Mankind, 1 


By nought before, but their awn Pow'r,or Will 


conhn'd : / 
Now quite abridg'd of all their Primitive 
Liberty, | 
And (laves to each capricious Monarch's Tyranny. 


More happy Brures ! who the great Rule of Senſe 
obſerve, 


bAndne're from their firſt Charter {werve. 
Happy! whole lives are meerly to enjoy, 


}\., And feel noſtings of Sin, which may their blils 


w annoy. 
'Still anconcern'd at Epithets of or good, 


&/ DiltinCtions, unadult rate Nature never under- 
an a ({tood. - A. Hence 
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2, 


Hence hated Virtue from our goodly Hle, 
No more our joys beguile 3 - 


No more with thy loath'd prefence plague our 
happy ſtate, 


Thou enemy to all5)that's brisk,or gay, or brave q 3 / 
or great, 


Be gone with all thy pious meagre Train, 

To ſome untfruitful, unfrequented Land, 
And there an Empire gain, 

And there extend thy rigorous command : 
There where illib'ral Nature's niggardiſe 

' Has ſet a Tax og Vice. 

Where the lean bazren Region does enhance 
The worth of dear Intemperance, 

And for each pleaſurable ſin exacts exciſe. 

We (thanks to Fate) more cheaply can offend, | f1 * 
And want no tempting Luxuries, 

No good convenient inning opportunities 


Which Nature's bounty could beſtow,or Heaven's 
kindneſs lend. 


be 4 Goa 


(96 ) 
Go follow that nice Goddeſs to the Skies, 


Who heretofore diſguſted at increafing Vice, 
' Diſlik'd the World, and thought it too pro- 


fanc, 
And timely hence retir'd, and kindly ne're re- 
turn'd again, 


Hence to thoſe Airy Manſions rove, 
Converſe with Saints, and holy folks above; 
Thoſe may thy preſence woo, 


"Whoſe lazy caſe affords them nothing elſe to 
do: 


Where haughty ſcorntul I, 


And my great Friends will ne're vouchſafe thee 
company. 


Thou'rt now an hard, unpraficable good, 
Too difficult for fleſh and blood : 


Were I all ſoul, like them, perhaps I'd learn to 
practiſe thee. 


3» 
 £ © Verve! thou folemn grave impertinence, 
Abhorr'd by all the Mcn of Wirgand Senſe: 
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A ae bed; { 
. Though thou go weight of wealth or profit uy 


bear 5 q 
Thou puſſling fond Green.ſickteſs of the mind ! y F 
That mak'ſt us prove to our own ſelves unkind; 
Whereby we Coals, and Dirt for diet chule, 
. 2/ And, Pleaſuk better food refuſe, 
Curſt Jilt! that lead'ſt deluded Mortals on, 
Till they too late perceive themſelves un-\, 
done, 328 
Chousg'd by a Dowry in reverſion, 
The greateſt Votary, thoue * couleboalt, o /'s 
(Pity {0 brave a Soul was on thy ſervice loſts 
What Wonders he in wickedneſs had done, = 


Whom thy weak pow'r could ſo inſpire a- | {a 


loneY) 
Tho long with fond amours he courted thee, 
Yet dying, did recant his vain Idolatry : 


At length, though late, he did repent with 


ame, 


Forc'd to confeſs thee nothing, but an empty 
name, 


c— 
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q TN $So'wns that Lecher gull'd, whoſe haoghty Tove ; 


'd a Rape onthe Queen R of the 
4 OE 


When he a Goddeſs thought he had in chacey 
He found a gaudy vapour in the place, 


And with thin Air i'd his ſtarv'd\' 
embrace. Deg 


Idly he ſpent his vigour, ſpent his blood, 


And tyrd himſelf t oblige an unperforming 
Cloud. 


4 


If Humane kind to thee &'re Worſhip paid ; 
They were by ignorance miſled, 

That only them devour, and thee a Goddeſs made. 
Known haply in the Worlds rude untaught in- 


Before it had out-grown its childiſh innocence, 
Before it had arriv'd at ſenſe, 


Or ceach'd the Man-hoad;) and diſcretion of De- 
bauchery 


py Known in thoſe antiene goqdly duller times, 
When crafty Pagans had engrols'd all crimes: 
f | When 


Nor yettheir Goſpel-freedom underſtood. 
Tame eafic Fops | who could fo prodigally bleed, 
Tobe thought Saints, and dye a Calendar with 
with red: | 
No prudent Heathen c're ſeduc'd could be, 
To fuffer Martyrdom for thee:  S,okh, : 
Oaly Jhat axrant Aſs whom the falſe Oracle call'd 


No wonder if the Devil utter'd lic * 
That forma Puritan, who ſpite of all the 


ws bi bp 
Would be unfaſhionably good, 
Andexercis'd his whining gifts to rail at Vice: 
Him all the Wits of Athens damn'd, 


And juſtly with Lampoons defam'd : 
But when the mad Fanatick, could not filenc'd 


be 
| From broaching dang'rous Divinity 3 e 
The wiſe Republick made him for prevention die, 


And ſent him to the Godgz and better com- 
pany. 
H 2 5. Let 
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5. 
Let fumbling Age be gravegzand wilc, 
And Vertue's poor contemn'd Idea prize, 


Who never knew, or now are paſt the ſweets of 
Vice; 


While we whoſe ative pulſes beat 
With luſty youth, and vigorous hear, 
2 — [Can all their Beards, and Morals too deſpiſe, 
| While my plump veins are ld with luſt and 
blood were 


Let not one thought of her intrude, 
Or dare appoach my breſt, 
But know 'tis all poleſt 
By a more welcome gueſt: 
And know I have not yet the leiſure to be good, 
If ever unkind deſtiny 
Shall force long life on me ; 
It e're I muſt the curſe of dotage bear z 


Perhaps T'll dedicate thoſe dregs of Time 
to her, 


And come with Crutches her moſt humble 
V otary. 
When 


( xor ): 
When ſprightly Vice retreats from hence, 

And quits the ruins of decayed ſenſe; 
She'l ſerve to uſher in a fair pretence, 


And varniſh with her name a well-diſſembled im- 
potence, 


When Prifick, Rheums, Catarrhs, and' Pal» 
fies ſeize, 


And all the Bill of Maladies, Jt 


Which Heaven to puniſh over-living Mortals 
ſends ; 


Then let her cater with the numerous infirmi- 
ties, 


_ Her ſelf the greateſt plague, which wrinkles, and 
grey hairs attends, 


6. 


Tell me, ye Venerable Sots, who court her molt, 
What ſmall advantage can ſhe boaſt, 


Which her great Rival hath not in a greater ſtore 
ingroſt. 
Her boaſted calm, and peace of mind 
In Wing, and Company we better find, 


Find it with Pleaſure too combin'd. 


H 3 


"A 
Io mighty Wine, where we'our ſenſes ſtcep, 


. - » And Lull our Carey, and Conſciences a- 
f - * (leep: 


But wby dol1 that wild Chimers name ? 
Conſcience ! that giddy airy Dream, 


does from brain ck heads, or ill-digeſt- 
ing ſtomachs (ſteam. 


Conſcience ! the vain fantaſtick fear 


Of puniſhments, we know not wheng) nor 
where : | 


2 / Projeft of crafty Stateſmen\, rq ſupport weak 


W\, 


Whereby they flaviſh Spirits awe, 
And daſtard Souls to farc'd obedience 


draw. 


£/Gpand Wheadle! which our Gown'd Impoſtors 
45 uſe, 


The poor unthinking Rabble to abuſe. 
Scarecrow | to fright from the forbidden fruit of 


Vice, 
Their own beloved Paradiſe : 
Let thoſe vile Cantery wickedneſs decry, 


REY 


Whoſe Mercenary tongues take pay 
For what they ſay ; | 
And yet commend in praftice what their words 
ny, 
While we diſcerning Heads, who farther pry, 
Their holy Cheats defie turret 


And ſcorn their Frauds, 
ſanQified Cajoulery. 


7. 
None but dull unbred Fools diſcredit Vice, 
Who a their wickedneſs with an ill grace; 


Such their profeſſion ſcandalize, 


ſcorn their 


And juſtly forfeit all that praiſe; 
All that eſteem, that credit, and applauſe, 
Which we by our wiſe menage from a fin can raiſe. 
A true, and brave tranſgreſſor ought 


To fin with the ſame height of (pirigg Ceſar 
fought : 


Mean-ſoul'd offenders now no honours gain, 
Oaly debauchez of the nobler (train. *% 
Vice well{improv'd yields blils,and fame beſide, 


And ſome for finning have been deifi'd. 
H + F Thus 


Cro4). 
Thus the lewd Gods of old did move, 
% V2 By theſe brave methods to the ſeats above. 
Evn Jove himſclf, theSovereign Deity, | 
Father and King oflall)th' immortal Progeny, 
Aſcended to that high Degree 3 
By crimes above the reach of weak Mortality. 


He Heav'n one large Seraglio made, 


Each Goddeſs turn'd a glorious Punk o'th : 
trade; 


And all that Sacred place 
0 / Was fill'd with Baſfard: Gods of his own race ; 
Almighty Leck'ry got his firſt repute, 
Andeverlaſting Whoring was his chiefeſt At- 
tribute. 


8. 


” 


- How gallant was that Wretch, whoſe happy guilt 
A Fame uponthe Ruins of a Temple built ! 
Let Fools, ſaid he, Impiety alledg, 
* And urge the no great fault of Sacriledg : 
*7'11 ſer the Sacred Pile on flame, 


« 


© And in its Aſhes write wy laſting Name, 
11, "xo + | *My 


WELD 
* My name which thus ſhall be 


© Deatbleſs as its own Deity. - 
© Thus the yain-glorious Cerian Tll out-do, 
* And Egypts proudeſt Monarchs too ; ' 
© Thoſe laviſh Prodigals, who idly did conſume 
« Their Liveggand Treaſures to erefta Tomb, 
* And only greaſy being buried would become: © of | 
ol At cheaper rates than they I'll buy renown, | 


* And my, loud Fame ſhall all their ſilent glories 
\ drown. ad 


So ſpake the daring HeQtor, ſo did Propheſie: 
And fo it prov'd: in vain did envious Spite 
By fruitleſs methods try | 
To raze his well-built Fameg and Memory oe 
Amongſt Poſterity : 
The Zoutefex can now Immortal write, 


While the ingloriouFounder is forgotten quite. 


on 
Yet greater was that mighty Emperor z 
(A greater crime befitted his high Pow'r) 


Who 


- gn) "> o 
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Who ſacrific'd a City; to a. Jet, 


And ſhew'd he knew the: grand inci - of 
| humorbeſt: _ . 
He made all Rome a Bonchire to his Fame, | 
b- And ſang, and play'd, and danc'd amid(t the 
k Flame 3 ] 


Bravely begun! yet pity there he ſtay'd, 
One ſtep to Glory more he ſhould have made : | 
He ſhould have heav'd the noble frolick higher, 
pe / Aud made thePeople on that Fun ral pile expire 4 
; / * Orjprovidently\with their blood put out the Fire. 
D Had this been doney- 
1.4 The utmoſt pitch of glory he had won: 
No greater Monument could be 
To conſecrate him to eternity, 


Nor ſhould there need another Herald of his 
praiſe, but me. 


IO, 


» 


And "4 yet greater Faxx, the glory of our 
© 


Whom baffled Hell eſteems its chiefeſt Foyl; 


Tweec 
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'Twere injury ſhould 1 omit thy name 
Whoſe Aion merits all the breath of Fame. 

Methinks, I fee the trembling ſhades below 
Around in humble reverence bow 1 


Doubtful they ſeem, whether to pay their Loyalty 
Totheir dread Monarch, or to thee: | 
No wonder he(grown jealous of thy fear'd ſucceſs) 

Envy'd Mankind the honour of thy wickedneſs, 


And ſpoil'd that brave attempt, which muſt have $ lady 
made his grandeur leſs. | 


” How e're regret not, mighty Ghoſt, 
Thy Plot by treach'zous fortune croſt, 1 
Nor think thy well deſerved glory loſt. 
Thou the full praiſe of Villany ſhalt ever ſhare, 


And all will judge thy A&, compleat enough, 
when thou could'(t dare, 


$o thy great Maſter far'd, whoſe high diſdain 


Contemn'd that Heaven, where he could not 
Reign, 


When he with bold Ambition ſtrove 
T” uſurp the Throne aboye, 


And led againſt the Deity anarmed Train, 
Though 


k 


=, C108) 
his vaſt deſigns he fell, 
| wer by his Almighty Foe, 

a in i'd he: Viftory in his overthrow : 


He gin luſfcient: ie Triumph, that be durſt Re- 
bel; +). 


' And* ewas forme pleaſure to be thought. the 
_ great'(tin Hell. 


IT, 


Tell me, you great Triumvirate, what ſhall I do 
To be illuſtrious as you ? 
Let your examples move me with a gen'rous fire, 
Let them into my daring thoughts inſpire 
Somewhat compleatly wicked, ſome vaſt Gyagt- 
crime, 
Unknown, unheard, unthought of by all paſt 
and preſent time. 


'Tis done, *tis done 3 Methinks, I feel the pow'r- 
tul charms, 


And a new heat of ſin my ſpirit warms 3 


I travel with a glorious miſchief, for whoſe birth, 


My Soul's too narrow,and weak Fate too feeble 
to bring forth. 


= 


TE. Let 


= 
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the unpitied Vulgar 


And ſtock for company, the wild Plantations 
down below : 


 YSuch their vile Souls for viler Barter lell, 
Scarce worth the damning, or their room in 


Hell, 
e 
We are his Grandees, and expeR 2s much KY 
ment there, 


For our good Service, as on Earth we ſhare. 
In them fin is but a meer privative of good, 
The frailty, and defeR of fleſh'and blood : 
FJ la us 'tis a perfeGtion, who profeſs 
A ſtudied, and elaborate wickedneſs: | 
Were the great Royal Society of Vice, TTY 
Whoſe Talerits are to make diſcoveries, 
And advance Sin like other Artsg and Sciences. 
'TisI the bold Columbus jonly I, £5 
Who muſt new Worlds in Vice deſcry, 
And fix the pillars of unpaſſable iniquity. 
12, L 
How ſneaking was the firſt debauch that fin'd 


Who for {o ſmall a Cryme ſold humane _ 


( x10 ) 
How undeſerving that high place, 


To be thought Parent of our lingand race, 
Who by low guilt our Nature doubly did debaſe! 
Unworthy was he to be thoughr 
Father of the great firſt born Cair, which he begot; 
The noble Cain, whoſe boldggand gallant act 
Proclaim'd him of more high extra@ : 
Unworthy me, 
And all the braver part of his Poſterity. 
Had the juſt Fates deſign'd me in his ſtead ;_ 
\ \xex. I'd done ſome great, and unexampled deed : 
Adeed, which ſhould decry 
The Stoicks dull Equality, 
And ſhew that fin admits tranſcendency : 
A deed, wherein the Tempter ſhould not 


c 


Above what Heav'n could puniſh, and 
above what he could dare. 


Fig danet ( 


For greater crimes than his I would have fell, 


And ated ſomewhat, which might merit 
morethan Helly 


4 


An 


FEY" 


Þ FF AAS \Y THY 


An Apology or. the foregoing Ode » way of 
Epilogue. /\".\5_ ner kt 


Y partis done, and you'l, I hope, excuſe 
Th' extravagance of a repenting Mule, 
Pardon what-e're ſhe hath too boldly faid, 

She only aCted here in Maſquerade. 

For the ſlight Arguments ſhe did produce, 

1.0 Were not to flatter Vice, but to traduce. 


So we Buffoons in Princely dreſs expoſe, 
Not to be gay, bat more ridiculous. 
When ſhe an HeRor for her SubjeR had, 
+ | She thought ſhe muft be Termagint, and mad: 


That made her fpeak like a lewd Punk o'th 
1d Town, 


Who by converſe with Bullies wicked grown, 


Has learn'd the Mode to cry-all Virtue down. 
it But now the Vizard's off; ſhe changes Scene, 
And turnsa modelt civil Girl agen. 


4 


( 112 ) 
Our Poet hasa different taſbe of Wit, 


Nor will to common Vogue himſelf ſubmit. 
Let ſome admire the Fops whoſe Talents lie 
In venting dull infipid Blaſphemy ; 


He ſears he cannot with thoſe terms diſpenſe, 

Nor will be damn'd for the repute of ſenſe. 

Wit's name was never to profancnefs due, ' 

For then you ſee he could be witty too: 

He could Lampoon the State, and Libel Kings, 

But that he's Loyal, and knows better things, 

Than Fame, whoſe guilty Birth from Treaſon 
ſprings. | 

He likes not Wigpybich can't a Licence claim, 

To which the Author dares not ſet his Name, 

Wit ſhould be open, court each Reader's eye, 

Not lurk in fly unprinted privacy. 

But Crim nal Writers like dull Birds of Night, 

For weakneſs, or for ſhame avoid the light z 


; May ſucha Jury for their Audience have, 


And from the Bench, not Pit, their doom receive. 


way 


( 1:3) 
May they the Tow'r for their due merits ſhate, 
And a juſt wreath of Hemp, not Laurel|wear: 
He could be Bawdy too, and nick the times, 


In what they dearly love; Damnd placket 
Rhimes, 


Such as our Nobles write 


Whoſe nauſeous Roetry can reach no higher 


Than what the Codpiece, or its God inſpire. 


So lewdz, they ſpgnd at quill you'd juſtly thiaky | 


They wrote with ſomething naſtier than Ink, 
But he (till thought that Iitthe Wit, or none, 
Which a juſt modeſty muſt never own, 

And a meer Reader with a Bluſh attone. 

It Ribauldry deſerv'd the praiſe of Wit, 

He muſt reſign to each ullit'rate Citt, 

And Prentices, and Car-men challenge It, 
Ev'n they too can be ſmart, and witty there; 
For all men on that Subjc& Poets are, 


Hencetocth he vows, if cver more he find 
Himſclf to the baſe itch of Verſe inclin'd ; 


\ / 


( 114) 
If e're he's given up ſo far to write ; 


He never means to make his end delight : 
Should he do ſo; he mult deſpair ſucceſs : 
d:) --\ For he's not now debauch'd enough to pleaſe, 
And muſt be damn'd for want of Wickednels. 


He'l therefore uſe his Wit another way, 
And next the uglineſs of Vice diſplay._, 
Tho againſt Vertue once he drew his Pen, 
He'l ne're for ought, but her defence agen. 
Had he a Genius, and Poetick rage, 
Great asthe Vices of this guilty Age. 
Were heall Gall, and arm'd with ſtore of ſpigbt; 
"T were worth his pains to undertake to write; 
Tonoble Satyr he'd direct his aim, 
And by't Mankind, and Poetry reclaim, 
He'd ſhoot his Quills juſt like a Porcupine 
Yes. At Vice, and make them ſtabin every Line, 
The world ſhould learn to bluſh, — © 


z 


(avs ) 
And dread the Vengeance of his pointed Wir, 


Which worſe than their own Conſciences ſhould W6\ 
fright, 


And all ſhould think him Heav as "uſt Plague, de- 
lign'd 


To vilit for the fins of lewd Mankind. 


'Tne 


PASSION | 
BYBLIS 


Ovids Niiwmcentaad 
Imitated in Engliſh. 


LOND 0 N, 
Printed for Jo. Hindnarſh, 1685, 


Q 


f- ” = 2H 1 ACS] 
Cu9.) . 


THE 


Palſion of Byblis 


OUT OF | 


vids Mctamorphoſis, B. g.F. 1 1. 


Beginrurg at 
Byblis in exemplo eſt, ut ament conceſſa _ 
And ending with 


Modumgque 
Exit, & infelix committit ſepe repelli. 


” 


O U heedleſs Maids; whoſe young 
and tender hearts 


Unwounded yet, have ſcap' d the fa- 
tal darts ; 


Let the ſad tale of wretched Byblis move, 
And learn by her to ſbun forbidden Love OI 
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Not all the plenty, -all the bright reſort 


Or from a Frother's guilty Love divert; 

Caunss ſbelov'd, not as a Siſter ought, 

Rur Honour, Blood, and Shame alike forgot : 

Cannus alone takes up her Thoughts and Eyes, 

For him alone ſhe wiſhes, grieves and ſighs. 
At firſt her new-born Paſhon owns no name, 

A glim' ring Spark ſcarce kindling i iato flame ; 

She thinks it no offence, it from his Lip 

She ſnatch an harmleſs bliſs, if her fond clip 

With looſe embraces oft his Neck ſurround, 

| T And loveis yet in debts of Nature drown'd. 

| * But Loveat length grows naughty by degrees, 

And now ſhe likes, and ſtrives her ſelf to pleaſe: 

Well-dreſt ſbe comes,& arms her Eyes wich darts,” 

Her Smiles with charms, and all the ſtudied arrs\ 


Which pradqis'd Loye « can teach to vanquiſhi 
t * hearts, 


FY *y - - 
WE | ' \4 4 


Ws 1 


Indu» 


Of gallant Youth, that grac'd the Carian Court, 
gl,| Could charm'the baty Nyaiph's diſdainful heart, 


Az TA «oy wHj - mt vYo& « 
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Induſtrious noves, he labours to: be: fair, 
And envies all, whoever fairer are. 

Yet knows ſhe notſhe loves,but (till does grow, 
Inſenſibly the thingy, ſhe does not know ; 
Stri& honour yer her check'd deſires does bind, 


And modeſt thoughtyg on this ſide wiſh confind: * 


Only within ſhe ſaoths her pleaſing flames, 

And now, the hated terms of Blood diſclaims : 

Brother ſounds harſh; ſhe the unpleaſing word 

Strivesto forget, and oftner calls him Lord: 

And when the name of Siſter grates her ear, 

Could wiſh't unſaid, and rather Byblis hear. 
Nor dare ſhe yet with waking thoughts admit 

A wanton hope : but when returning night 

With Sleep's ſoft gentle ſpell her Senſes charms, 

Kind fancy often brings bim to her Arms : 

In them ſhe oft does the lov'd Shadow ſeem 

To graſy, and joys, yet bluſhes too in Dream. 

She wakes, and long in wonder filent lies, 

nd thinks on her late pleaſing Extalicy : 
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Now likegg,and now abbors-kier gailry flame, | : 
By turns abandon'd to her Lovggnd Shame : 


Ar —_ her ſtruggling/ thoughts an-utt'rance 
na, 


And vent the wild diſorders of her mind. 


« Ahme! (ſhe cries) kind Heaven avert! what 
means 


« This boading form, that nightly rides my dreams? 


« Grant *em untrue! why ſtould lewd hope di- 
vie ? 


« Ah! why was this too charming Viſion ſeen ? 
_ & Tis true, by the moſt envious wretch,that ſees, 
« He's own'd all fair;\and lovely, own'd'Þprize, 
« Worthy the conqueſt of the brighteſt eyes : 

« A prize that wou'd my high'ft Ambition fill, 
© All I could wiſt;z-—. but he's my brother (till? 
© That cruel word for ever muſt diyzoyn, 

& Nar can I hope, but thus, to have him mine. 


© Since then I waking never muſt polieſs, 
« Let mein fleep at lealt enjoy the bliſs, : 


« And fure nice Vertuc can't fo:bid me this: 


&©Kind 
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« Kind ſleep does no malicious ſpies admit, 

« Yet yields a lively ſemblance of delight : 
« Gods! what a ſcene of joy was that! how faſt 
« | claſp'd the Viſion to my pantingbrealt ! 


« With what fierce bounds I ſprung to meet my 
« bliſs, 


« While my rapt ſoul flew out in every kiſs! 


« Till breathleſs, faint, and fofily ſunk away, © 
« Tall diſfolv'din recking pleaſures lay ! 


« How ſweet is the remembrance yet! though 
night 


« Tov haſty fled, drove on by envious light. 

* O that we might the Lawsof Nature break! 
© How well would Caxnus mean Husband make!\, *;» [1 
« How well to Wife might he his Byblis take | 
©*© Wou'd God! in all things we had partners bin 
« Beſides our Parent; and our fatal Kin; | 
* Wou'd thou wert nobler, I more meanly born, 
* Then guiltleſs I'd deſpairdg,and ſuffer'd ſcorn: 
« Happy that Maid unknown, whoe're ſhall prove 
©*Þ bleſt, ſo envied to deſerve thy love. Y 


«* Un- 
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« Unbappy mel whom the ſame womb did joyn, 


«* Which now forbids me ever to be thine : 

« Curſt fate! that we alone in that agree, 

« By which we cyer mult divided be. 

« And muſt we be 2 what mcant my Vifon then? 
* Are they, and all their dear preſages vain ? 

« Have Dreams no credit, but with cafic love ? 

* Or do they hit ſometimes and faithful prove ? 
« The Gods forbid! yet thoſe whom I invoke, 

« Fave lov'd like me, have their own Siſters took : 
£ Great Saturngand his greater Off-ſpring Jove, 
& Both ſtock'd their Heaven with Inceſtuous love : 
* Gods have their priviledge : why do l ſtrive 
* To train my Hopes to their Prerogative ? 

* No, let me baniſh this forbidden fire, 

« Or quench it with my Blood, and with't expire: 
« Unſtain'd in honour, and unkurt in fame, 
« Let the Grave bury my Love, and Shame : 
** But when at my laſt hour I gaſping lie, 

« Let only my kind Myrgerer be by : 
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« Let him, while I breath out my foul in lighs, | 
« Or gazt away, look on with pitying eyes: / 
« Let him ( for ſure he'can't deny«rme this) 
« Seal my cold Lips with one dear parting Kiſs. 
« Belides, 'twere vain ſhould I alone agree 
« To what anothers Will muſt ratifiez 
« Cou'd 1 be ſo abandon'd to conſent ; 
« What I have paſs}for good ang innocent, | 2g 
& He may perhaps. as worlt of Crimes reſent, 


men 4 


« Yet we among(t our Race examples find 
& Of Brothers, who have been to Siſters kind : 
« Fam'd Cemace cou'd thus ſucceſsful prave, 

« Cou'd Crown her. wiſhes in a Brother's love. 
& But whence cou'd | thefe inſtances produce? 
* How came I witty.to my ruin thus ? 

* Whither: will this mad frenzy hurry on? 


* Hence, , hence, you naughty flames, far h 
be gone, TRE! 


a Nor ler me cre the ſKameful Paſfion own. 


iy - 


. 4 And 
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/ © And yet thou'd he addrefs\ Iſhou'd forgive, 
< I fear, I fear; Iſbou'd his lait receive : 
« Shall therefbe#R, who cou'd not love diſown 
<< Offer'd by hin ) makdhim known? 


« ar "ee can thy bold tongne de- 
CIA 


=] «© Yes Love ſhall force;-—-.and now methinks I 
Gare. 


* But leſt fond modeſty at length refaſe, 

« I will ſome fure, and better method' chule : 

« A Letter ſhall my fecrer flames diſcloſe; 

« And hide wy Blufhes, 'but reveal their cauſe, 

This takes, and *tis reſotv& a5 (Gott as ſaid, 

With this the rais'd her ſetf upon'her bed, ' 

And propping with her tiahd her leaning head: 

* Happen what will (lays ſhe) make him know 
© What pains, what raging pains I undergo : 
< Ah me! I rave! whattempeſts ſhake my breaſt ? 
& And where? © where will this diſtraQtion reſt? 
Trembling, her Thoughtsendite, and oft her Eye 
Looks back for fear of conſcious ſpies too nigh : 


brit, One 


Vf BIBLISW" nay 
One hatd her Paper, t'other tialds her Pen, -/ 
And Tears ſupply that Ink her Lines muſt drain, 

Now ſhe begjns,now ſtops,and ſtopping frames 


New doubts, now writes, —_ now her writing 
damns. 


She writes, defaces, alters, likes,and blames : 
Oft throws in haſt het Peng, and Paper by, 
"Then talres *em up again as haſtily z | ' -* 
-UnſteQJdy her reſolves, fickleg,and'vain, ' O/| 
'No fooner made; but trait unmade again: 

What her deſires would havesyſhe does not know, | 
Diſpleas'd withalky what e're ſhe goes to do: SY. 
At otice contentling, ſhame and hopegand fear, 
Wrack her toſt- wird; and in her looks appear. 
Siftetwas wrote;”butfoon milpaiding doubt "v1.1 qivy ' 
RetsHs it, andthe guilty word blots out. 
Agnin ſhe pauſes, /and/ again begins, 

At length her Pen drops out theſe haſty Lines. 
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« Kind health, | which you, and only oſs can 
5 ſ : grant; 
>; Which, if deny'd, ſhe muſt for ever wants _ 
* To you your Loyer ſends: ah! bluſhing Shame 
« In filence bids her Paper hide her name : 
« Wou'd God the fatal Meſage might be done / 
« Without annexing it, nor Byblis known,” ; ;} 
« F're bleſt ſucceſs her hopes, and wiſhes crown: 
« And had Tnow my ſmother'd greif conceal'd, 
« It might by tokens paſt have been reveal'd:../ 
+ Athouſand provfs were ready.to impart 
« The inward angjiſti of my wounded heatt 3 (: 
« Oft, as your! fight a-ſudden bjuſh did raiſe, 
« My bled catne vp to meet you at my face :.." 
4 « Oft (if you call to mind) my-longing Eyes 
« Betray'd in looks my ſouls toe thin diſguiles. 


« Think how their Tears, think how my /heaving 
Breaſt 


' « Oftin deep ſighs ſome oo unknown PSY 


« Think -how 'theſe Arms did oft with fierce em- 
brace, 


© Eager 
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« Eager as my deſires, about you preſs: 
** Theſe Lips too, when they cou'd ſo happy 


prove, 


&« (14d you but mark'd) with cloſe warm kiſſes 
[trave 


« To whiſper ſomething more than Siſters Love. 


« And yet, though rankling grief my mind di- 
ſtrelt, 


« Tho raging flames within burnſup my breaſt, t: / . 
* Long time I did the mighty pain endure, 

« Long ſtrove to bring the fierce diſeaſe to cure: 
<« Witneſs, ye cruel Pow'rs, who did inſpire 

« This ſtrange, this fatal, this reſiltleſs fire, 

« Witneſs, what pains (for you alone can know ) 
* This helpleſs wretch to quench't did undergo : 
* A thouſand Racks, and Martyrdoms, and more 
* Than a weak Virgin can be thought, I bore: 

* O'rematch'd in pow'r at lalſyI'm forc'd to yield, 
* And to the conqu'ring God refign the field: 

* To you, dear cauſe of all, I make addreſs, 


* From you with humble pray'rs I beg redreſs: 


K You 
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& You rule alone my arbitrary fage, 
& And life, and death on your diſpoſal yait ; 


« Ordain, as you think fir; deny, or grant, 
; &« Yet know no ſtranger is your fuppliant. 
Views \* But ſhe, who, tho to you by Bloodallied 

6 In neareſt bonds, in nearer wou'd be tied. 

« Let doting age debate of Lawg, and Right, 
* And gravely ſtate the bounds of juſt, and fit; 
* Whoſe Wiſdom's but their Egvy, to dc:({troy 
« And bar thoſe pleaſures, which they can't enjoy ; 


* Our blooming years, more.{prightly, and. more 
» gay, 
* By Nature we're deſign'd for love and play: 


e, / * Youth knows no check, but leaps weak Vertuls 
' tence, 


«* And briskly hunts the noble chaſe of Senſe ; 

* Without dull thinking we enjoyment trace, 

* And call that lawful, whatſoc're docs pleaſe. 
** Nor will our guilt want inſtances alone, 

* 'Tis what the glorious, Gods above have dane ; 


* Let 
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«4 Let's follow where thoſe great examples went, 
« Nor think that Sin, where Heaven's a precedent. 


« Let neither awe of F athery frowns, nor y (- 
ſhame | | 


& For ought that ean be told by blabbing fame (ou * 
« Nor any gaſtlier fantom, fear can frame, 
« Frighten or ſtop us in our way to bliſs, 
« But boldly let us ruſh on happineſs : 
« Where glorious hazards ſhall enhanſe delight, 
« And thar,that makes it dangerous,make it great: 
« Relation too, which does gur fault increaſe, 
« Will ſerve that fault the better to diſguiſe ? 
* That lets us now in private often meet | 
« Bleſs'd opportunities for ſtoln delight : s \ 
«* In publick often we embrace, and kiſs, 
« And fear no jealous, no fuſpecting eyes. 
« How little more remains for me to crave! 
* How little more for you to give! O fave 
« A wretched Maid undone by Love, and you, 
* Who docs in tears, and dying accents ſue z 
| % 
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% Who bleeds that Paſſion, ſhe had ne're reveal'd, 
«Ifr not by Love, Almighty Love compell'd: 
&* Nor ever let her mournful Tomb complain, 
* Here Byblis lies, k/If'd by your cold diſdain, 

Here forc'$to end, for want of room, not will 
To add, her lines the crowded Margin fill, 
Nor ſpace allow for more: ſhe trembling, folds 
The Paper, which her ſhameful Meſſage holds; 
And ſealing, as ſhe wept with boading fear, 
She wet her Signet with a falling Tear. 
This done, a truſty Meſſenger the call'd, 
And in kind words the whiſper'd Errand told: 
&* Go, carry this with faithful care, ſhe ſaid, 


* To my dear,,— there ſhe paus'd a whike, and 
ſtaid, 


And by and by— Brother—-was heard to add : 
As ſhe deliver'd it with her commands, 

The Lerter fell from out her trembling bands, 
Diſmay'd with the ill Owen, ſheanew 
Doubted ſucceſs, and held, yet bad himgo. 


ef BTBLTS- 13j 
He goes, and after quick admiffion- got - 

To Caures hands the fatalſecret bronght: 

Soon as the Yobbtful Youth a glance had caſt 

On the firſt lines, and gueſt by them the reſt, 


Strait horror, and ar#zement fill'd his breaſt : 


Impatient with his rage; 'he could not ſtay 
To fee the end, but threw't half read away: 


Scarce could his hands the trembling wretch for- 
bear, 


Nor did his tongue tho(e avgry threatnings ſpares Vu, 
&« Fly hence, nor longer my chaf'd fury truſt, 
© Thou curſed Pander of deteſted Luſt ; 
*« Fly quickly hence, and to thy Awiftneſs owe 
<« Thy life, a forfeit to my vengeance due; 
* Which, had not danger of my Honour croſt, 
« Thou'd(t paid by this,and been ſent back aGholt, 
He the rough orders ſtrait obeys, and bears 
The killing news to wretched Byblis ears; % 
Like ſtriking Thunder the fierce tidings ſtun, 
And to her heart quicker than lightping run: & 
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The frighted blood forſakes her ghaltly face, 

| 4, Anda ſhort death doth every Member ſeize: 

But ſoon as ſenſe returns, her frenzy tao 

Returas, and in theſe words breaks forth anew. 
* And juſtly ſerv'd 5—for why did fooliſh I 

«* Conſent ta wake this raſh diſcovery 2? 

« Why did I thes io haſty lines reveal 

« That dang'rons ſecret, Honour wou'd conceal ? 

« I ſhou'd have firſt with art diſguis'd the hook, 

* And ſeen bow well the gawdy bait had took, 

* And found him hung at leaſt before I ftrook : 

« From ſhore I ſhou'd have firſt deſcri'd the wind 

«* Whether 'twould prove to my adventurekind, 


« E're I tountry'd Seas my ſelf reſign'd : 
* Now daſh'd on Rocks, unable to retire, 
/ *Imuſt th wreck of all my hopes expire,/ 
* And wasnot I by tokens plain enough 
« Fore-warn'd to quit my inauſpicious Love? 
* Did not the Fates my ill ſucceſs foretell, 
* When from my hands th' unhappy Letter fell? 


Kgtg 
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« $9 ſh6uld ty Abpes Have Yone, and thy deſign, 
« That, of the 84y ſhould ther have alter'd beets 
© But rather the uhleGly d&y; Wwheh Heaven 
«© Such btyifions probfs of its diflike had given: 
« And ſoit Hid/h4d fot mad Paſſion ſway'd, 
« And Reaſon been by blinder Love thiſled. 

« Befides (dl44! ) £ Grd thy ſelf Have gone, 
* Nor made rby Petra ptoxy to my Tongue 3 


& Mitch thore 1 cou'd haveſptke,much mort have 
told, | 


* Than a ſhort Letter's narrow room would hold * 
« He might have ſeet-my looks, my wiſhing Eyes 
* My mekingTears, apd heard my begging Sighsy 
«* About his Neck I could have flung my Arms, 

* And becttall over Love, all over Charms; 


« Gray's d, and hung on'his Knees, and there have 
yed, 


« There breath'd wy gaſping Sopl outgyf denied : 
« This ancten thouſand things I might have done 


* To make- my Paſſion with advantage known 3 


K \t « Which 
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« Whichif they each could not have bent his mind, 
& Yet ſurely all had forcd himto be kind. 
« Perhaps hes) whoml ſent, was too in fault, 
« Nor rightly tim'd his Meſlage, as be ought ; 
© [ fearhe weat infome ill-choſen: hour, 
© When cloudy weather made his temper lour. 


« Not thoſe calm {eaſons ofthe mind,which prove, 
"<& The fitteſt to receive the ſeeds of Love ; 
« Thgſe things hayeruin'd me ; for doubtleſs he 

* ,« Ts made of humane fleſh, and blood, like me; 

« He ſuck'd no Tygreſs ſure, nor Mountain Bear, 
& Nor does his Breaſt relentleſs Marble wear. 

« He muſt, he ſhall conſent, again I'Ul try, 

*« And try again, if he again deny: 

* Noſcorn, no harſh repulſe, or rough defeat 

« Shall ever my deſire, or hopes rebate. 
« My earneſt ſuits ſhall never give him reſt, 

« While Life, and Love moredurible, ſhall laſt : 
« AliveT1! preſs, tiff breath in pray'rs be loſt, 
« And after come a kind beſeeching Ghot. 


« For, / \ 


\ 


| \ 
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« For, if I might, what I bave dove, recall, 
& The firſt point were, not to baye don't at all; | 
&« Rut ſince 'tis done, the ſecond to be gain'd 
« Is now to have, what I have ſought, attain'd: 


of BYBLIS 


« For he, though I ſhould now my wiſhes quit, 
« Can never my unchaſt attempts forget: 

« Should I defiſt, 'twill be believ'd that I 

« By (ghtly asking, taught him to deny; 

<4 Or that I tempted him with wily fraud, 

« And ſnares for his unwary honour laid : 

« Or, what I ſent (and thebelief were juſt ) 


& Were not th* efforts of Love, but ſhameful 
Luſt, 


* In fine, I now dare any thing that's ill ; 


_— 


«P've writ, I have ſolicited, my will 


« Has been debauch'd ; and ſhov'd I thus give 


out, 
« [ cannot chaſt;,and innocent be thought : 
« Much there is wanting ſtill to be fulfill'd, 
« Muchto my wiſh, but little to my guilt. 


» 
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She ſpoke 4 bur fuch is her unſttled mind, 
It ſhifts From thought to thought, like veeririg 

wind, 

Now to this poingg.and bow to that inclin'd : 
W hat ſhe could with had unattempted ber : 
She {trait 15 cager to attempt agen : — 
What ſhe repents, ſhe atts 3 and now Icts looſe 
The reins t@L ove, for any bounds allows, 
Repulle upon repulſe umov'd ſhe bears, . 
And (till ſues on, white ſbe her fuir deſpairs. 


 Kpinh. 
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Upon 14 WOMAN, who by bar Falſbood and 
Scorn was the Death "yy my Friend, 


oem AS. ( 1% C2 


A) 


O ſhe ſhall ne're eſcape,jf Gods there ol 
be | ; 


Unleſs they perjur'd growgand falſe 
as ſhe; 


Though no ſtrange Judgment yet the Murd'reſs A 


To puniſh her, and quit-the partial Skies: 


Though no revenging lightoigg yet has flaſhe 


From thence, that might ber criminal beMties 
blaſt : 


Tho they in their old luſtre (till prevail, 
By nodiſcaſe, nor guilt it ſelf made pale. 
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Guile, which ſhould blackeſt Moors themſelves 
but own, 


Would make through all their night new bluſhes 
dawn: 


Though x that kind ſoul, who now augments the 
leſt, | 


Thither too ſoon by her unkindneſs chas'd. 
$+40/\:/TWhere may it be her ſmall't, and lighteſt doom, 
( For that's not half my curſe) never tocome) 


Though he, when prompted by the high'ſt de- 
(pair, 

Ne're menfion'd her without an Hymn, or 
Prayer, 


And could by all her ſcorn be forc'd no more 
Than Martyrs to revile what they adore. 

Who, had he curſther with his dying breath ; 
Had done but juſt, and Heaven had forgave : 
Tho ill-made Law Sentence has ordain'd 
Forker, no Statute has her Guilt arraign'd. 


( For a, Womens Scorn, and Doors 
$ 


All by a licenc'd way of murder kill. ) 


won «WOMAN. 
Tho ſhe from Juſtice of all theſe go free 
And boaſt perhaps in her ſucceſs, and cry, 
'Twas but a little harmleſs perjury : 

Yet think ſhe not, ſhe ſtill ſecure ſhall prove, 


Or that none dare avenge an injur'd Love : 


- 


I riſein Judgement, am tobe to her 

Both Witneſs, Judge, and Executioner : 

Arm'd with dire Satyr, and reſentful ſpite, 

I come to haunt her with the ghoſts of Wit. 

My Ink unbid ſtarts out, and flies on her, | 

Like blood upon ſome touching murderer - | 

And ſhou'd that fail, rather than want, I wou'd, 

Like Haggs,to curſe her, write in my own blood. 
Ye ſpightful pow'rs (if any there can be, £ / 

That boaſt a worſe, and keener ſpite than 1) 

Afliſt with Malice, and your mighty aid 


My ſworn Revenge, and help me Rhime her 
dead :' : 


Grant I may fix ſuch brands of Infamy, 
So plain, ſo deeply grav'd on her, that ſhe, 


. Her 
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Her $kill,- Patches, nar Paint, all joyn'd can hide, 
: And which ſhall laſting as her Soul abide : 

| won Orant my ſtrong hate may ſuch ſtrong poiſon caſt, 
That every breath may taint, and rot, and blaſt, 
Till one large Gangrene quite o'reſpread her fame 
With foul contagion; till her odious name, 


Spit ar, and curſt by every mouth like mine, 
Be terror to her ſelf, and all her line. 

Vil sf Vileſt of that viler Sex, who damn'd us all ! 
Ordain'd to cauſe, and plague us for,our fall! 


habe” ah nay worſe! for ſhe can nought be 
ſaid, 


 —{/ But Mummy by ſome Deyiahabited : 

£7 | Normade jn Heayen's Mine, but baſg{coin'd, {1 
we. She wears an humane image ſtampt on Fiend z 
And whaſo Marriage would with her contraQ, 
Is Witch by Law, and that a meer compatt: 

Her Soul (if any Soul in her there be ) 

By Hell was breath'd imto ber in a lye, 

And its whole ſhock of faiſheod there was lent, 
As if hercafter to be true it meant : 


12H . Bawd 
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Bawd Nature taught ber jilting, 'whan ſbe made] 
And by her mak dclign'd her far the trade 1.1: 4, 
Hence 'twas (he daub'd her with a painted Faceg1 
That ſhe at opge might better cheat, and pleaſe x; 
All xho(e gay charming loaks, that court the eyp, 
Are but an ambuſh to hide treachery 

Miſchief adorn'd with pomp,and {mooth diſguife, 
A painted skin ſtuff'd full of guile and lyes; *** 
Within a gawdy Caſe, a nalty Soul, L 
Like T-—of quality in a gilt Cloſe-ſtool : 

Such on a Cloud thoſe flatt'ring colours are, « - 
Which only ſerve to drefs a Tempeſt fair. 

So Men upon this Earth's faie ſurface dwell, 
Within are Fiends, and at the center Hell : 


Court-promiſes, the Leagues, which $tateſ-men 
make 


With more eonyenience,,and more eaſeto break, 
The Faithg,a Jeſuit jn allegiance (wears, 

Or a Town-jitt to keeping Coxcqmbs bears, 
Are firmg)and certain allycompar'd with hers: 


Early 


1A'SATFR 


Ker i cod, at her Font ſhe licd, 
And fhoul#ev'n then for Perjury been tried: 


Her Conſcience {tretch'd, and open as the Stews, 
But laughs at Oaths, and plays with ſolemn Vows. 


And at her mouth ſwallows down perjur'd 
breath, 


More glib than bits of lates beneath: 

Leſs ſcrious knawn, when ſhe doth moſt protelt, 

Than thoughts of arranteſt Buffoons in jeſt : 

More cheap, thanthe vile mercenarieſt Squire, 
That plics for Half-crown Fees at Weſtminſter, 

And trades in ſtaple-Oaths, and Swearsto hire: 


Leſs Guilt than hers, leſs breach of Oathg, and 
Word 


Has ftood aloft, and Took'd through Penance! 


board; 
And he that truſts her in a Death-bed Prayer, 
Has Faith to meritgand ſave any thing, but her, 
But ſincc her Guilt deſcription does out-goz 


rl try if it out-ſtrip my Curles too: ; 


a «i. 
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Curſes, which may they equal my juſt hate, 
My wiſh, and her deſert; be each fo great, 


Each heard like Pray'rs, and Heaven make 'erm 
fate. 


Firſt, for her Beautics, which the Miſchicf 
brought, 


| May ſhe affeQted, they be borrow'd thought, (* 
By her'own handy not that of Nature wrought: 
Her Credit, Honour, Portion, Health, and thoſe 
Provelight,and frail;as her broke Faithgand Vows. 
Some baſe unnam'd Diſeaſe, her Carkaſs foul, 
And make her Body uglys as her Soul. 

Cankeryg and Ulcers eat herg till ſhe be, 

Shun'd like Infe&tion, loath'd like Infamy. 

Strength quite expir'd, may ſhe alone retain 

The ſcuff bf Life, may that unquench'd remain, 
Asinthe darhn'd, to keep her freſh for pain: 

Hot Luſt light on her, and the plague of Pride 
On that, this ever ſcorn'd, as that denied: 

Ach, Anguiſh, horror, grief, diſhonour, ſhame 

. Purſue at once her body, ſoul, and fame : 


L 
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If c're the Nevil-love muſt enter her 
(For nathing ſure but Fiends can enter there ) 
May ſhe a jul} and true tormenter find, 
And that like an ill.conſcience rack her mind; 


Be ſome Difeas'dy ad ugly wretch her fate, 


She doom'd to love of one, whom all elſe hate. 


May ke hate her, and may herdeſtiny 


Be to deſpair, and yet love Ong and die; 


Or to invent ſome witticr puniſhment, 

May he, to plague her, out of ſpite conſent ; 
May the old fumbler, though diſabled quite, 

| Have ſtrength to give her Claps, but no delight : 
May he of her unjuſtly jealous be = 

For one that's worſey, and ughct far than he : 


May” s Impotence ball and torment her luſt, 
Yet ſcarcely her to dreams, or wiſhes truſt ; 
Forc'd ro be chaft, may ſhe ſuſpeRed be, 


Shaze none o'th' Pleaſure, all the Infamy. 
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, that I all curſes may compleat 

Gn cursdija jeſt,aralllied ys) od vi 
tate re the Sex deſerves, or feels, or fears, 

May all thoſe plagues be hers, arid only hers; 


Whate're great Favourites turn'd out gf doors, 
Scorn'd Lovers, bilk'd and diſappointed Whores, 
Or loſing Gameſters vent, what Curſes e're 
Are ſpoke by (inners raving in deſpair : 

All thoſe fall on her, as they're all her due, 
Till ſpite can't think, nor Heav'n inflict anew : 
May then (for once I will be kind, and pray ) 
No'madnefstake her ufe of Senſe away 

But may ſhe in full ſtrength of Reaſon be, 

To feels and underſtand her mifery ; 

Plagu'd fo, till ſbe think damning a releaſe, 
And humbly pray to 20 to Hell for caſe : 

Yet may not all theſe ſuff rings here attone 


Her fin, and may ſbe ſtill go ſirming on, 


| \ 
4 
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Tick up in Perjury, and run o'th Seore, | 
Then may ſhe $tupid,and payed die, © 
* And Heav'n it ſelf forgive no more than I, £ 
But fo be damn'd'of meer neceſſity ; 


ot 


By the Authgr of of the 4 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Eing to appear anew in the World, it may be ex- 
pected, that I (honld ſay ſomething concerning 
theſe enſuivg Trifies, which I ſka! endeavour to do 
with as much briefueſs, as 1 did before what I laſt pab- 
liſhed in this kind. . 

I doubt not but the Reader will think me guilty of 
an bigh preſumption in adventaring upon a Tranſla- 
tion of The Art of Poctry, after two ſuch great 
Humds as have gone before me pp the [ame atiemprs « 
1 need not acquaint him, thag I mean Ben Johnlon, 
and the Farl of Rokcommon, the one being of ſo 
Eltabliſtd an authority, that whatever be did 1 held 
as Sacred, the other hating lately performed. it with 
ſuch admirable ſucceſs, as almeſt cuts »ff ' al hope in 
any a{ter Pretenders of ever coming up to what he 
bas eone, Hfonbeit, whey I let him k::w, that it was 
a Task impoſed upon me, and not what [ voluntarily 
enganeel in ; I hope he will be the more favouralle mm 
hy Cenſurez. 1 would indeed wery willingly have 
wav d the undertaking upon the forementioned ac+ 
count, and urged it as a reaſon for my declining the 
ſame, but it would xot be alowed as [uffcient to ex. 
cuje we therefrom. Wherefore, being prevailed up- 
on to wake an Ejjay, I fel 1o thinking of ſome courfe, 
whereby I mitit jerye my" ſelf of the Advantages, 
which thoſe that went before we, have either not 
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minded, or ſcrupulouſly abridged themſelves of. This 
I ſoon _—_—_ was to be effetted by putting Horace 
into a more modern dreſs, than hitherto he has ap- 
peared in, that v by making him ſpeak, as if he 
were living, and writing now. I therefore reſolved to 
alter the Scene frem Rome to London, and to make 
wſe of Englith names of Mex, Places, and Cuſtoms, 
where the Parallel would decently permit, which I 
conceived would groe a kind of new Air to the Poem, 
and render it more agreeable to the relliſh of the pre. 
ſent Age. 

With theſe Confiderations I ſet upon the Work, and 
purſued it accordingly. I have not, I acknowledy, 
been over-nice in keeping to the words of the Origi- 
nal, for that were to tranſgreſS a Rule therein con- 
tained. Nevertheleſs I bave been religiouſly ftrift 
to its ſenſe, andexpreſſd it in as plain, and intel 
gible a manner, as the Subjeft would bear. Where 
1 may be thought to have veried from it ( which is 
mot above once or ei e, and in: Paſſages not much 
material) the skilful Reader will Pages was 
neceſſary for carrying on my propoſed efron, and the 
Author himſelf, were he again alive, would ( I be- 
lieve ) forgive me. 1 have been careful to avoid 
Stiffneſs, and made it my endeavour to hit ( as near 
as I conld) the eaſie and familiar way of writing, 
which ts peculiar to Horace in bu Epiſtles, and 
was his proper Talent above any of mankind. Aﬀf- 
ter all, "tw hnmbly ſubmitted to the judgment of 
the truly knowing, how I have acquitted my ſelf 
herein. Let the ſucceſs be what it will, I ſhall not 
howeter wholly repent of my undertaking, being ( 7 

- reckon ) 
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reckon ) in ſome meaſure recompenced for my pains by 
the advantage Thave reaped of fixing theſe admirable 
Rules of Senſe ſo well in my memory. 

The Satyr and Oles of the Author, which fol- 
low next in order, I have tranſlated after the ſame 
libertine way. In them alſo I labour'd under the 
diſadvantages of coming after other perſons, The 
Satyr had been made into a Scene by Ben Johnſon, in 
a Flay of his, called the Poctaſter. Afrer I had 
finiſhed my imitation thereof, I came to learn, that 
it had been done likewiſe by Dr. Sprat, and ſince 1 
have had the fight of it amongſt the 'rinted Tran- 
[lations of Horace's Works. The O\cs are there 
done too, but not ſo excellently well, as, to diſcou- 
rage any farther endeavours. Tf theſe of mine meet 
with good entertainment in the world, [ may per- 
haps find leiſure to attempt ſome other of them, 
which at preſent ſuffer as much from their T ranſla- 
ters, as the Pſalms of David from Sternhold and 
Hopkins. 

The two ſacred Oiles I deſigned not to have made 
publick now, foraſmuch as they might ſeem unfit to 
appear among Subjetts of this nature, and were in- 
tended to come forth apart hereafter in company of 
otherr of their own kind. But, having ſaffer'd Co- 
pies of them to ſtraggle abreal in Manuſcript, aud 
remembring the Fate of ſome other Pitc:s of mine, 
which have formerly ſtoln into the Preſs without my 
leave, or knowledg, and be expoſed to the world 
abominably falſe and uncorrett ; to prevent the ſame 
misfortune likely en\ugh to befal theſe, I have been 
perſuaded to yield my conſent to their Publiſhing 
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among ſt the reſt. Nor is the Printing of ſuch Miſcela- 
wies altogether ſo unprefidented, but that it may be 
ſeen in the Editions of Dr. Donne, and Mr, Cow c&y's 
Works, whether done by their own appointment, or 
the ſole Airelion of the Stationers, I am not able to 
determine. 

As for the two Eſſays out of Greck, they were 
occaſioned by a report, that ſome perſons foun fault 
with the __—_ of my Satyrs formerly publiſhed, 
tho, upon what ground they ſhould do it, I conld be 
glad to be informed. Tnleſs I am miſlaken, there 
are not many Lines bat will endure the reading with- 
Cut focking any FHearer, that is not too nice, and 
cenſorious. I confeſs, I did not ſo much mind the Ca- 
dence, as the Senſe and expreſſiveneſs of my words, 
and therefore choſe nat thoſe, which were beſt diſpoſed 
to placing themſelves in Rhyme, but rather the moſt 
keen, and tuant, as being the moſt ſutalle to my Argu- 
went. And certainly no one that pretends to diſtin- 
guiſh the ſeveral Colours of Poetry, would expett 
that Juvenal, when be is laſhing of Vice and Villa- 
»Y, ſhould flow ſo ſmoothly, as Qvid, or Tibullus, 
when they are deſcribing Amours and Gallantries, and 
have nothing to diſturb and ruffle the evenneſs of their 
Stile. 

' Flowbeit, to ſhew that the way I took, was out of 
choice, mot want of judgment, and that my Genius 
is not wholly uncapaii' of performing upon more gay 
and agreeatle Subjeits, if my humour inclined we to 
exerciſe it, I have pitch'd upon theſe two, which 
the greateſt men of jenſe have allowed to be ſome of the 
ſofteſt and tenderejt of all Antiquity. Nay, if we 
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wi] Lelieed RtpinE, one of the Befl Criticks hich theſs 
latter Ages have produted ; they Bave #0 orher far, 
than that they are too exgquifife Aelitate for the C has 
raitet of Paſtoral, which fhowld wot ſ#tth to laboned, 
awd whoſe chirf betuty is an ataffetttd tit of plainuefs 
antl fimplitity. 

That, which _— the _ of Mor has brew 
attempted 14 Latin by ſeveral great ets, namely, 
mma ch Douza, 4nd Morieas le Ferre. The laff 
of them has done it gry nts | but left good part 
4 the Poem toward the latter end untouch'd, perhaps 

ecauſe he thought it not ſo capable of Ornament, as 
the reſt. Him [chiefly choſe to follow, as being maſt 
agreeable to my way of tranſlating, and where [ was at 
a loſs for want of his guidance,l was content toſteer by 
my own Fancy. 
The Tranſlation of that upon Bion was begun by 
another Hand, as far as the firſt fifteen Verſes, but 
who was the Author I could never yet learn. 1 
been told that they were done by the Earl of Roche- 
ſter ; but Tcould not well believe it, both becauſe he 
ſeldom medled with ſuch Subjefts, and more eſpecially 
by reaſon of an uncorrett line, or two to be found 
among ſt them, at their firſt coming to wy hands which 
never us'd to flow from his excellent Pen. Concetving 
it to be in the Original, a piece of as much Art, Grace, 
and Tenderneſs, as perhaps was ever offered to the 
Aſhes of a Poet, I thought fit to dedicate it to the 
memory of that incomparable Perſon, of whom nothi 
can be ſaid, or thought ſo choice and curiow, whic 
his Deſerts do not ſurmount. If it be thought mean 
to have borrowed the ſenſe of another to praiſe him 
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in, yet at leaft it argues at the ſame time a value and 
reverence, that I durſt not think any thing of my own 
enough for his Commendat ion. 
This is all, which I judg material to be ſaid of theſe 
we Reſueries. As for what others argto 


found in the parcel, I recko# them not worth ments 
ning in particular,” but leave them wholly open and 
unguarded to the mercy of the Reader ; let him make 
his Attaques how, and where he pleaſe. 
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ſome ill Pulitdt inf 4 wild defig 

To a mans Head an Horſes ſhoulders joy, 
Or Fiſhes Fail ts + fare WoranSWithh 5 
Or di the Lintbs of i many 4 difſertut 
fll *«tdifd, aid wit dd Fete dts 
If you by thaiice weze t6 paſs by His F1op; 
Could you fotbear from! laughing a the For, 
. And nor tidlieve Hind whinbica, of mad? 
Eredit the; Sit; thtar ook is quite as Bad, © 
&s.. * -& 


- Bit T0 Ae »Fiog 
Para ri Ro ea 
Of feigneng any graytic exe C 
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Tomake theS&pentand the Dove unite, 4 
Or Lambg,trom ſavage Tyxers ſeek defences). | 
Shocks Reaſon, and the Rules of common Senſe.” 
Te ener 


rreat 
Ar firſ on | Arguments of greateſt weights, . "| 
Arc "when here and cherea glyrering | line , 
Does through the maſs of their coarſe rubbuh ſhine: 
in gay digtedſic 10s rhey delight x tOrove, 
Deſcribing here a Temple, th there a — 
AValeenamel'do'te wich Teton omen, © 
A painted Kainbow, or the gliding Thawes, + 3 
Bur 


'Pur how d6 


A commonDuwber wher way phthciph Navel 

To palne #Tavert Sigh, of Landdkipwellys 

Bur what is this to drawing of 'a Fight/”, WE 

A Wrack, a Storm, or the'Jaſt Judgmene right > i! 

Whew the fajr Model, -and Foundation ſhews,- - 

That you ſome preat Efcurial would produce,” ip | 
How comes it dwindled'to a Cottage thus? "© 


In fine, whatever work'you mean t6 frime;”'” © 
Be uniform,” arid-every where the ſame; + # 
/ Moſt Poets, Sir, (ris cafie to abſerye) 


Into rhe worſt of faults are apt to ſwerve 

Through a falſe hope of reaching excellence : 
Avoiding length, we often cramp our Scnle, 

And make't obſure ; oft, when we'd have our ſtile 
Eaſie, and flowing, loſe its force the while : 

Some, ſtriving toſfurmount che common flight, 

Soar np inairy Bombaſt our of {ighr. 

Others, who fear to a bold pitch rorruſt | 
Themſelves, flag low, and hambly fweep the duſt : A ; 
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While they goo cardleſly rranſgeeſs the Laws T 
Of likelihood, maſt odd Chimerer frign, | bs 
\ 
\ 


Nalphins in Woods, and Boars upon the Main. 
Thus they, who would tako aim,but want the $kill, 
Mis always, and ſhoot wide, or narrow till. 

Ong of the meaneſt Workmen inthe Town 
Pan imitarethe Nails, or Hair in Stone, 
And torhe life cngugh porhaps, who yer 
Wants maſtery ta make the Work complete : 
Trorh, Sir, if 'rwere my fancy to compaſe, 
Father chag be this bunghing wretch, I'd chooſy 
To wear acrooked and unſightly Noſe 
Mongſt other handſom features of a Face 
Which only would ſer off my uglinels. 

B> ſure all you chat undertake to- write, 
To chuſe - Subje& for your Genius fit ; 
Try long and ofren what your Talents are ; 
Whar i is the burthen, which your pagts will bear, 
And where they'l fail : he thar diſcerns with $kill 
To ail his Argumear, and marter well, 


Will 


' Will never Sore) 0 07 rea 
To dreſs, or method a arden 
They thechief Art, and Gaia alerts. Ky 
(If 1 may claim any pretcnce td knaw:) -. 
Who time diſcreetly what's ro. be difcaurs'd, 
What ſhquld befaid ar laſt, and whatar fieſt ; 
Some paſſages at preſent may be heard, 
Others till atterward are beſt deterr'd : 
Verſe, which dildains the Laws of Hiſtory, 
Speaks things notas they are, but ought to be 
Whoever will ia Poetry exccl, Wh 
Muſt learn, and ufc this hidden fecree well. 
Tis next to be obſerv'd, that care is due, 
And ſparingaeſs in framing words anew: 
You ſhew your maſt'cy, if you have the knack 
$oto make uſe of what known word you take, 
Ta give't anewer fenſe; if rhere be need 


For ſome uncommon matterto be ſaid; ,, 
i to 80 4 WY 


Pow'r of inventing terms may be allow'd, 
Which Chaxcer and his Age nc're underſtood : 


A 4 


| Honka6-bir dry of Porky, | 
Provided always,as was ſaid before,"/.-- (11: |.) 


Na 

- We ſeldom, and dilcreetly.uſe that pow'r...)--! ., Ti 
' Words newand foreinmay be beſt brought ia;'-1 1 | Li 
It borrow'd from 2 Languagenear akin: Vara Þ :! Fr 
Why ſhould the peeviſh Cricicks now forbid: +. Fe 

To Lee, and Dryden, what'was nor deny'd: - - A 

To Shakeſpear, Ben,and Fletcher heretofore; A 

0 

/ 

| 
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For which they praiſe, and commendation bore 2 - + 
If Spencer's Muſe be juſtly foadord 
For that rich copiouſneſs, wherewith he ſtor'd/- ' + 
Our Native Tongue; for Godsfake why ſhould1 Y - 
Straight bethought arrogant; if modeſtly: 
] claim and uſe theſelf-lame liberty ? 
This the juſt Right of Poers ever was, | 
Andwill beftill, ro coin what words they pleaſe, 
Well fitred:ro the preſent Age, and Place,. 

Words wich the Leaves of Trees a ſemblance hold 
In this reſpe&, whereevery year the old 
Fall off, and new ones in their places grow : 
Death isrhe Fate of all chings here bolow ; 


' 


Nature 


"— ow he ae vr of Poll 
Nature herſelf by Art has changes felr, 


The Taxgier Mole 'by our great Mowarch vane) 
Like a Uike a vaſt Balwark inthe Ocean: ſer; © © 

From Pyrates and from Storms defends our Fleet : 
Fens every.day aredrain'd, and Men aow Plow, 
And $ow, and Reap,where they before might Row, 
And Rivers have becn taught by Middleton © | 
From their old courſe within new Banks to run, 
And'pay their uſeful Tribute ro the Town. 

If Mans and Natures works ſubmit to Fate, 
Much leſs muſt words expett a laſting dare : 
Many which we approve for currant now, 


LS 


In the next Age out of requeſt ſhall grow : 
Andothers which are now thrown out of doors, 
Shall be reviv'd, and come again in force, (draw, 
It cuſtom pleaſe : from whence their vogue they | 
Which of our Speech is the ſole Jud 0, and Law. 
Homer firſt ſhew'd us in Herojck ſtrains 
To writeot Wars, of Battles and Campaigns, 
Kings and great Leaders,mighty in Renown, 


And him we ſtill for our chief Patrern own, 
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5 Hehe 
Soft Elegy, deſign'd for griet, and tears,  , - 
Was fill dovis'd to grace ſome mournful Herſe +. 
Since to a brigker note 'tis raughr ro move, - - _ 
And cloaths our gayelt Paſſions, Joy, and Love, 
But, who was fuſt Inventer of the kind, 

Criticks have ſought, but nerer yet could find. 

> Gods, Heroes, Warriors, and the loity praiſe 

= 7 Of peaceful Conquerors in Pyja's Race, 

The Mirth and Joys, add Lows. Love and Wine 


produce, 

Wirh other wanton fallics of a Muſe, 
The ſtately Ode does for irs Subjects chooſe. 

Archilechus to vent his Gall and ſpite, 
In mbicks firſt was known ro write : 
Dramati Authors us'd this fort of Verſe 
On all the Greek and Reman Theaters, 
As for Diſcourſe and Conyerſarion fir, 
And api'ſtrodrown the noilcs of the Pit, 

If I diſcern not the trueſtile and air, 
' Nor how to givethe proper Charactcr 
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To every kind at work ; how darel dlaim, = 


And challnge t9 my felf a Pay Name+ = 

And why had L with awkard modeſty, 

Rather than learn, always unskilful be / 

Valpent and Movoſe will not admit 

Of Catilipes high ſtrains, nor i it fie 

To make Sejawu on the Srage appear 

Io the low drefs, which Camick perſons weas, 

Whar c're the SubjeRt be, an which you write, 

Give cach thing its due place, and time aright : 
Yet Camedy ſometimes may raiſe her ſtile, 

And angry Chremes ig allow'd to ſwell, 

And Tragedy alik+ ſometimes has leave 

To throw off Majeſty, when 'tis to grieye: 


Pelews and Tulepbus in milery, 


Lay their big words, and bluſt'ring language by, 
lt chey expeſt ro make their Audience cry. 
Tis nog enough to bave your Playy ſucceed ; 
That they be clegaat : rhey muſt nor need 


T Horge®" bir Art of 'Pathyy." - 

A kind coneernment to cach Hearers heart, = : 
And raviſh it whichway they pleaſe with arr. 
Where Joy and Sorrow put on good diſguiſe, 
Ours with che perſons looks ſtraight ſympathize : 
Would'ſt haveme weep? thy ſelf muſt firſt begirf 
Then, Telephw, to piry I incline, 

And think thy eiſe, and all thy fuff rings mine ; 
But if thou'rr made roatt thy part amiſs, 

1 can't forbear ro fleep, or laugh, or hiſs, 

Let words expreſsthe looks, which ſpeakers wear 3 
Sad, fit a mourntul, and dejected air; 

The paſſionate muſt huft, and ſtorm, #nd rave ; 


Bs os. ac ew - aw. 5. a a a= 


The gay be picaſanr, and the ſerious grave. 

For Nature works, and moulds our Frame within, 
To take all manner of Imprefſions in. 

Now makes us hot, and ready to take fire, 


Norw hape, now joy, now forrow does inſpire, 


And all thcte patjonsin qQur face appear, 


Ot which the Tongue is fole interpreter : 


" Uh Py [—_ Hd © ej < dt _— 
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But he whoſe words, and Forrungs do. not ſuits; .. 1 

By Pitand Gall'ry both, is hooted out. _ 
Obſerve what Charatters yout perſons fit, _ 

Whether the Maſter ſpeak, .ot.7 ode/et : 

Whether a mag, that's elderly jp growth, 

Or a brisk Hotſpur in his boiling youth : 

A roaring Bully, or a ſhirking Cheat, 

A Court-bred Lady, or a tawdry Cit: 

A prating Goſlip, or a jilting Whoro, | | 

A travell'd Merchant, or an home ſpun Boor: . \, | 

Spaniard, or French, Italian, Dutch, ot Dane; . | 

Natiye of 7arky, India, or Japar. 
Either from Hiſtory your perſons take, 

Or let themnothing inconſiſtent ſpeak : 

If you bring great Achiles on the Stage, 

Let him be fierce and brave, all heat and rage, 

Inflexible, and head-ſtrong to all Laws, 

Bt thoſe, which Arms and hisown will impoſe, 

Ceuel Medea maſt no piry lrave, 

[xion maſPbe treacherous, /o grieve, © . 

lomuſt wander, and Oreſtes rays; 


is Horace bb # ff PI. 

/ Burit you dare v0 tread in paths uhknowii, 
And boldly ſtart new petſoris of ySix ovhn j 
Be ſure ts triake chem ici oneftraid agree, 
Andlerthe end like the beginning be. 

'Tis difficult for Writers to ſuccced 

On Arguments, which one before have tri'd / 
The Iliad, or the Odyſee with caſe | 
Will betrer furniſh Subjedts for your Plays, 
Than that you ſhould your own frivetition traſt, * 
And broarh unkeard-of things your felf the Relt. © 
la copying others works, to make thempaſs, | 
And ſeem your own, let theſe few Rules take place ? 
When you ſoreof thee Stoty repreſenit, | 
Take care that you new Epiſodes invent : 
Be not roonice the Auchors words to ttice; 
Bur vary all with a freſh ait, and peace; 
Nor fuch ſtrift rules of imitativfh chooſe, 
Which you muſt ill be ried to folloir Hoſe, 
De forc'd to arctrear for want of foot; 

Give over, and ridieutous become: | 
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Do norlike tha aflctted Fool begin, - 
King Priatti's Fate, and Troy's fan d War, Ifong 
What will this mighcy Promiſer produce 2 | 
You look for Mountaios, and our creeps a Mouſe, | 
How ſhott isthis of /Jeme-'s fine Addrefs, 
And Art, whonc'te ſays any thing/ amiſs # 


Into ſuc ous Dangers be: beey caſt, 
So many Towns, and various Prople paſt : 
He does nor laviſh. at a blaze his Fire, 

To glare a while, and-in a Sauffexpire ; 
Bur modeſty at firſt conceals his light, 

In dazling wonders, then breaks forth to fight ; 
Surprizes'you with Miracles all o're, 
Makes dreadful Scy/ls and Charybdis roary 
Cyclops, and bloudy Le/trygons devour: 
Nor does he time ia long Preambles ſpend, 
Deſcribing Meleager's ruſul end, - 

When he's of Dianed's return totreat; 
Nor whea he would the Trojan War rclace, 
The Tale of brouJding Leda's E295 repcar. 


' 


. 
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Myſe, ſpeck the wan, Who finct Troy's laying "} 
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Bur flll rothe deſign'd event haſtes 0n,/)) &rcd 
And at firſt daſb, asif beſore*ewete known, $ 
Embarques youin the middle of the Ploc," 

And what is unimprovable leaves our, 0 

And mixes Truth and Fiftion skilfully, | -* 


That nothing in the whole may diſagree; .-: 


Whoc're you ate, that ſet yourſelves to write, | 
If you cxpe@&xo have your Audience fir"4g | 
Lill the fiſth:A be done, and Curtain 
| Mind what Inſtrutions T ſhall furthercelf: 

Our Guile, and Manners alfer withour Age, ' 
And ſuch they muſt be brought upon the Stage? - 


A Child, who newly has to'Speectrattaiti'd,. / '' 


And now can go without rheNutſes hand, -* 

To play wichthoſe of his 6wn grownh 3 bh Phys," 
guddenly angry; andas ſoon apfieas'd, © 

Fond of new: Trifles, atdaz' quickly d6y'd, 

And loaths next hour what hethe laſt 'enj6Y/'d2--* © 
- The beardlefs Youth ſroms Pedagogue gotlboſe;/ 
D235 Dogs and Hotles for kig-pleaſures"chooke;*-7 


Yield 
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Yielding, and ſoft ro every print of- vice, 


Reſty to thoſe who would his faults chaſtiſe, 


Careleſs of Profit, of cxpences vain, 
Haughty, atd cager his deſires & obtain, 


And ſwift ro quit the ſame defires a vain, 


Thoſe, whio to manly years, 4nd ſenſe ate grown, 
Seck Wealth and Friendſhip, Honour and Renowir: 


And aredifcreer, and fcar{ul how to alt 

What after they muſt alter and corrett. 
Diſeafes, Ns, and Troubles numberleſs 

Attend old Men, and with thcir Age increa 


le : 


In painful coil rhey ſpend their wretched years, 


Still heaping Wealth, and wich that wealth new 


Fond to poſſcls, and fearful ro enjoy; 
Slow, and ſuſpicious in their managry, 
Full of Delays, and Hopes, lovers of caſe, 
Greedy of life, morole, and hard to pleaſe; 


Enviousat Pleaſures of the young and gay, 


( cares; 


Where they themlelyes now want a ſtock to play 3 


I'| natur'd Cenſors of the prefent Age, 


Angl what has paſt ſince they have quit the Stape : 
ew 5 


But 


16 Horace bis. Art of Poetry, | 
But loud Admirers of Queen Beſſe's time, 


And what was done when they were in their prime. 
Thus, what our tide of flowing years brings in, 
Still with our cbbof life goes out agen: 
The humors of Fourſcore will never hir 
One ot Fittcen, nor a Boy's part befic 
A tull-grown man : it ſhews no mean Addreſs, 
If you the rempersof cach Age expreſs. 
Somethingsare beſt co act, others to tell ; 
Thoſe by the car convey'd, do not fo well, 
Nor half ſo movinglyaffc& the mind, 
As what we to our cycs preſented find. 
Yer there arc many things, which ſhould not come 
In view, nor pals beyond the Tiring Room : 
Which, after in expreſſive Language told, 
Shall plcafe the Audience more, than to behold ; 
Lcr not Medea ſhew her fatal rage, 
And cur her Childrens Throats upon the Stage: 
Nor Oedipus tcar out his cyc-balls there, 


Nor bloudy Atrew his dirc Feaſt prepare : 


'14 f\ 


Cadmus, 
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Cadmus, nor Progat their odd clianges take, 

This to a Bird, the other to a Snake : 

Whatever fo incredible you ſhow, 


Shocks my Blief, and ſtraight does natifeous 
grow. 


Five Alts,no more,nor leſs;,your Play muſt have, 


If you'l an handſom Third Days ſhare receive. \ 
Let not a God beſummon'd to attend 'l 
On a ſlighterrand, nar on Wire deſernd, 
Unleſs th importance of the Plot cngage ; 
And letbut Three at once (peak on the Stage. 

Be ſure to make the Chorus {till promote 
The chief Intrigue and buſineſs of the Plot : 
Betwixt the Acts there muſt be nothing Surg, 
Which docs not to the main Dcſiga belong : 
The praiſes of the Good mult here be told; 
The Paſſions curb'd, and foes of Vice cxtoll'd ; 


Here Thrift and Temperance, and wholeſome 
Laws, 


Strict Juſtice, and the genzle calms of Peace | 
Muſt haye their Commendarions, and Applauſe : 
B 3 And 


18 Borace his Art of Peetry. 
And Praycrs muſt be ſent to Heaven to guide 


Blind Forruncs bleſſings to the juſtcr ſide, 
To raiſe the Poor, and lower proſp'rous Pride. 

Ar firſt the Muſick of our Stage was rude, 
Whilſt in the Cock-Pziz and Black Friers it ſtood : 
Anil this might pleaſe enough in former Reigns, 

A thrifty, thin, and baſhful Audience : 

When Buſſy 4 Ambois and his Fultian rook, 

And men were raviſh'd with Queen Gordobuc. Y + 
But fincc our Monarch by kind Heaven fenr, 
Brought back the Arrs wich him from Baniſhment, 
And by his gentle influence gaveincreaſe 

To all the harmleſs Luxuries of peace : 

Favour'd by him, our Stage has flouriſh'd too, 
Andevery day in outward ſplendor grew : 

In Muſick, Song, and Dance of every kind, 

And all the grace of AQtion 'tis tefin'd ; 

And fince that Opera's at tength came in, 

Our Players have fo well improv'd the Scene 


Withgallantry of Habit, and Machine , 
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As makes our Theater in Glory vie 


Wich the beſt Ages of Antiquity : 

And mighty Rojcius were heliving now, 

Would envy both our Stage, and ACting too, 
Thoſe, who did firſt in Tragedy eſſay 

( When a vile Goat was all the Poets day ) 

Us'd to allay their SubyeCts gravity 

With enteriudes of Mirth, and Raillery : 

H:re they brought rough, and naked Satyrs i, 


Whoſe Farce-like Geſture, Motion, Speech, and 
Meen 


Reſcmblc thoſe of modern Harlequin. 
Becauſe ſuch antick Tricks, and old grimace, 
After thcir drunken Feaſts on Holidays, 
The giddy and hot-hcaded Rout would pleaſe; 
As the wild Featsof Merry Andrews now 
Divert the ſenſleſs Crowd at Bartho/mew. 

Bur he, that would in this Mock-way cxcel, 
And exerciſe the Arr of Railing well, 
Had need with diligence obſerve this Rule 


In turning ſcrious things toridicule : 
B 3 


ww - 14A WO *7,cO—_—— {ORR SS: +4 eb 


20 Horace hi Art of Poetry. 
If he an Hero, ora God bring in, 


With Kingly Rohes and Sceprer lately ſeen, 
Let them nor ſpeak, like Burleſque Charafters, 
The wit of Billing ſzate and Temple-ſtairs : 


Nor, while they of thoſe meannefles beware, 
© Tn tearing lines ef Bajazet appear. V,\\.. 4 


Myeſtick Tragedy as much diſdains 
Tocondeſcend to low, and trivial ſtrains : 
As a Court-Lady thinks her (elf diſgzac'd 
To Dance with-Dowdies at a May-pole-Feaſt. 
If in this kind you will attempt to write, 
You muſt no broad and clowniſh words admicr : 
Nor muſt you fo confound your Characters, 
As not to mind what perfon 'tis appears. 
Take a known Subgcct, and inyent it well, 
And let your ſtile be ſmooth and natural 
Though others thinF/r eaſic to attain, 
They't find it hard, and imitate in vain : 
So much docs method and connexion grace 


The commogn'ſt things, the plaineſt marters raiſe. 


\ 
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In my opinzon 'cis abſurd and od4, 


To make wild Satyrs, cofning from the Wood, 
Speak the fins Language of rhe Park and Ma/7, 
As itthey had their Training at WhitebaZ7 : 
Yer, thb t would not have their Words too quaint, 
Much lets cats L allow them impudent : 
For menof /Breeding, and of Quality 
Muſt nceds bs ſhock'd with fulfom Ribatdry : 
Which, though it paſs the Footboy and the Cit, 
Is always nauſcous tothe Box,and Pit. 

There are but few, who have fuch $kilſul cars 
Tojudg of arrleſs, and i}|-mcafured Verte. 
This till of late was hardly underſtood, 
And ſtill,therc's roo much liberty allow'd. 
Bur will you theretore be ſo much a fool 
To write atrandom, and neglect a Rule ? 
Oy, while your faults arc fect ro general-view, 
Hope all men ſhould be blind, or pardon you ? 
Who would nor fuch ſoo!-hardineſs condemn, 
V\ h:re,tho perchance you may cſcape from blame, 


Yet praiſe you n:ver canexpett, or claim 2 | 
B 4 Thc*: 
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Therefore be ſure your ſtudy to apply 

To thepreat patterns of Antiquiry : = 
N-'re lay the Greeks and Romans aut of fight,  / | 


Ply them by day, and think on them by night. 

Rough hobbling numbers were allow'd far Rhimc,. 

And clench for deep conccit in former time : 

Withtoo much patience ( not to callit worſe ) 

Poth were applauded in our Anceſtors : 

If you, or I haveſenſeto judg aright 

Bctwixt a Qnibble, and true ſterling Wit: 

Or ear enough to give the difference 

Of ſweet well-ſounding Verſe from doggrel flraing.' 
T heſpis ( tis ſaid )did Tragedy deviſe, : © ; [ 

Unknown before, and rude atits firſt riſes -.-- --1'/ 

In Carts the Gypfic Attors flrow'd abour, 

Wirh faces ſmear'd with Lees of Winerand” Soot\ 


And through the Towns amuy'd the wondring\( 
rout 


Till #ſchylus appearing to the Age, 
Contriv'd a Play-houſe, and convenient Stage. 


Found 
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Found out theuſcof Vizards,” and a Dreſs | 
( An handſomer, and more-genrile Diſguiſe ) - 
And taughtthe Aﬀors witha- ſtately Air,- '- 
And Mcen to ſpeak, and Tread; and whatfoe're 
Gave Port, atid grandeur tothe Theater, 
Next this \ſuctecded ancient Comedy, - 
With good applauds, rill roo&much liberty 
Ulurp'd by Weircrs had debauch'd the Stage, 
And made it grow tho Grievance of the Age: 
No merit was ſecure; no perſon freo 
From its licentious'Buffoonery 1 
Till for redreſsthe Magiſtrate was fain * 
By Law thoſe Inſolencies to reſtrain. | 
Our Authats in each kind their praiſe may claim, 
Who leave no paths untrod, that lead to fame : 
And well they merit it, who ſcorn'd to be - 
So much the Vaſſals of Antiquity, - ' . 
As thoſe, who know no better than to cloy 
With the old muſty Tales of 7hebes and 7roy : 
But boldly chedull beaten rrack forſook, 


4nd Subjetts from ur Country ſtory took. |= 
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Nor would our Nation leſs ity Wit appear, A 
Than in its great performances of War ; Y 
Were there encquragements to bribe-our care , « 
E 

4 
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Weuld we tofile, ard finiſh ſpare: the pains, 
And add but juſiteſs to our manly ſenſe. 
Bur, Sir, lcx-riothulg tempt you to bely 
Your skill, and. judgment, by mean flattery : | 
Never pectend toihike a piece of Wit,',, | 
But what, youre certalty is corrtitly writ : | 
But what has ſtaogdall Teſts, and-is allow'd /I | 
By all to be unqueſtionably goeil-- . 


Becauſe ſome wilh Earhuſiaſts there be +: | | 
' Who bar theRulez,of Art in Poattys 1 wt 
Would havcit rapture all, and, {ſcarce admit - -() 
A man of ſohex ſenſe to bea Wit # 49 


Others by this concett. have bern.miſled | 

So much, that they're grown Narutably rad-; 

The Sors affair be retir'd along | 1210!) 14, 
Courr. Solitude and:Converſation ſhun,  -/!: ({11/// 
In dirty Cloaths, a0da wild Gardappear,” | |) -111 


And ſcarce arc beaughe tocut their Nails and wei 
| An 
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And hope to purchace arcdic and cftcern, 
When they, like Crawme!/'s Porter, frantick ſeem, 
Strange | that che very height of Lunacy, 
Beyond the cure of Alex, e're ſhould be 
A mark of the Elett in Paerry. 
How much an Aſs am I that us'd to Bleed, 
Andtake a Purge cach Spring toctcar my Head ? 
Nane otherwiſe would be fo good as [, 
Ar lofry ftrains, and rants of Poetry :} 
Bur, faith, Fam nor yer ſofond of Fame, 
To loſe my Reafonfor a Poers name. 
Tho I my felf am not diſpos'd to write; 
In others ] may ſerve to ſharpen Wit : 
Acquaint them what a Poat's duty is, * 
And hawheſball perform ic with fucceſs : 
Whencethe materials for his work arc ſought, 
And bow wich skilful Art they raft be wrought : 
And fhew whar is and is not decency, 
And where his fautrs and excdlencies lic. 

Goad eaſe rauſt he the cerrain ftandard ſtill 
To all thar will pretend to writing well 
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If you'l arrive at. char, you-needs muſt be 


Well vers'd and grounded in Philoſophy : 

| Then chooſea Subject, which you rhroughly know, 
And words unſought thereon will caſic flow. 
Whoe're will write, muſt diligently mind 

The ſeveral forts and ranks'of humane kind : 
He that has learat, what to his Country's due, 
Whar we to Parents, Friends, and Kindred owe, 
Whatchargea Stateſman, or a Judy docs bear, 
And what the parts of a Commander -are : 

Will never bc as loſs ( he may beſure ) 

To give each perſon their duc portraiture. 

Take humans lifgfor your orjginal, 

Keep but Suc Draughts rothar, you'l neverfail. 
Sometimes 1n Plays, though elſe but badly writ 
With nought of Force, or Grace, of Art,or Wir, 


Some one well humour'd Charater we meet, 
Thar takes uy more than all the empry Scenes, 
And jingling toys af marcelaborate Pens. 

Greece had command of Language, Wit and Senſe» 
For cultivating which ſhe ſpar'd no pains : 


Glory 
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Glory her ſole deſign, and all her aim 
Was how to pain here ſelt immortal Fame: 


Our Engliſh Youth another way are bred, 


They're fitted for a Prentiſhip, and Trade, . 
And Wingate's all the Authors, which they'vc\ ' 


read, 
The Boy has been a year at Writing School, 
Has learnt Diviſion, and the Golden Rule ; 
Scholar enough / cries the old doting Fool, 
PII hold a Piece, hel prove an Alderman, | 
And come to fit at Church with's Furs and Chain. 
This is the top deſign, the only praile, 
And ſoleambirion of the booby Race : 
While this baſe ſpirit in the Age does reign, 
And men might noughetbut Wealth and ſordid gain, 
Can weexpett or hope it ſhould bring forth 
A work in Poetry of any worth, 
Fitfor the learned Bodley to admit 
Among its Sacred Monumentsof Wit ? 
+. A Poet ſhould inform us, or divert, 
Bur joyning both he ſhews his ch'eceſt Art: 
Sis V hat. 
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Whatever Precepts you pretend to give, 
Be fure to lay them down both clear and bricf : | 
By that they're caſter far toapprehend, 
By this more faithfully preſery'd in mind : 

All things ſuperfluous are apt to cloy 

The Judgment, and ſurcharge the Memory. 
Let whatſoe'r of Fiftion you bring in, 

Be fo like Truth, to ſeem ar leaſt akin : 

Do not improbabilitics conceive, 

And hope to ram them into my belief : 

Ne're make a Witch upon the Stage appear, 

Riding enchanted Broomſtick through rhe Air: 

Nor Canibal a living Infant fpew, 

Which he had murther'd; and devour'd but nov. 

The graver fort diflike all Poercy, 

Which does noe as they call it ) cdifre: 

And youthful ſparks as much that Wir difpiſe, 

Which is nor ſtrew'd with plcaſant Gaicries. 

But he, that has the knack of minyling well 


Whart is of uſewith what's agrceable, 
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That knows at nee how to inſleatt and pleaſe, 1 
Is juſtly crown'd by all mens fuffrages : "2 
Theſe are the works, which yalued every where, 
Erich Paul's Church-yard and the Sationer : 
Theſe admiration through all Nations claim, 

. Andthrough all Ages ſpread their Aurhor's Fame, 


Yer there are faults wherewith we ought to) 
bear ; | 


An Inſtrument may ſometimes chanca to jar 
In the beſt hand, in ſpight of all irs care: 

Nor havel known that skilful Marks-man yet. 
So fortunate, who never miſt the White. 

Bur whereI many excellencies find, 

I'm nor ſo nicely critical ro mind 

Each ſlight miſtake an Author may produce, 
Which humane frailty juſtly may excuſe. 
Yet he, who having oft been taught to mend 
A Faulc, will ſtill purſue it rothe end, 

Is like that ſcraping Fool, who the ſagge Note 


Is ever playing. and is eyer out, 


30 Horace hi Art of Poetry. 
And filly as rhar bubble every whit, 
Who at the ſelf-lame blor is always hir. | 
When ſuch a lewd incotrigible fot 
Lucks by meer chance upon ſome happy thought 
Among ſuch filchy traſh, I vex to ſee'r, 
And wonder how ( the Devil !) he came by'r. 
In works of bulk and length we now and then 
. May grant an Author to be overſcen : 
Homer himſelf, how facred e're he is, 
Yet claims not apretence to Faulrleſnels. 

Poems with Piftures a reſemblance bear ; 
Some ( beſt at diſtance) ſhun a view too near : 
"Others are bolder, and ſtand off ro ſight ; 
Theſe love the ſhade, thoſe chooſe the cleareſt light, 
And dare theſurvey of theskilfull'ſt eyes: 
Some once,and ſome ten thouſand times, will pleaſe, 

Sir, though your ſelf ſo much of knowledg own } 
[a theſe affairs, char you can learn of none, ( 
Yet mind this certain truch which I lay down » 3 
Moſt Callings elſe $vifference allow, 


| Where ordinary Parts, and Skill may do: 
an l ve 


_ 
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I've known Phyſicians, who reſpe&t might claim, 


The they ne're roſe to Willis his great fame: 


And there are Preachers who have great renown. 
Yer ne're come up to Sprat, or 7:i/otſon : | 
And Counſellors, or Pleaders inthe Hall 
May have eſteem, and practice, rha they fall 
Far ſhortof ſmooth-rongu'd Fixch in Eloquence, 
Tho they want Selden's Leatning, Vaughan's ſenſe; 
But Verſe alone does of no mean admit; 
Whoe're will pleaſe, muſt pleaſe us to the height: 
He muſt a Cowley or a Fleckno be, 
For there's no ſecond Rate in Poetry : 
A dull infipid Writer none can bear, | 
In every place he is the publick jeer, 
And Lumber of the Shops and Stationet. 

No man that underſtands to make a Feaſt, 
With a coarſe Deſſert will oftchd his Gueſt, 
Or bring ill Muſick in to grate the ear, 
Becauſe 'ris what the entertain might ſpare : 
Tis the ſame caſe with thoſe that deal in Wit, 


Whoſe main deſign and end ſhould be delight 4 
I Tlrz 
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They muſt by this ſame ſentence ſtand, or fall, 


Be highly excellent, or not art all. 

In all things elſe, fave only Poetry, 
Men ſhew ſome ſigns of common modeſty : 
You'l hardly find a Fencer fo unwile, 
Who at Bear-gardene're will fight a Prize, 
Not having learnt betorc : nor at a Wake 
One, that wants skill and ſtrength,rhe Girdle take, 
Or be fo vain the pond'rous Weight to fling, 
For fcar they ſhould be hiſs'd out of the Ring, 
Yer every Coxcomb will pretend to Verle, 
And writcin ſpight of nature, and his Stars : 
All ſorts of Subyetts challengear this time 
Thc Liberty, and Property of Rhime. 
The Sort of honour, tond of being great 
By ſomething elle rhan Title, and Eſtate, 
As if a Patent gave himclaim to ſenſe, 
O: 'rwere cntail'd with an Inheritance, 
Pelicves a caſt of Foot-boys, and a fer 


Ot Flanders malt advance him to a Wit. 


—— 


Hoeace his Art of Poetry. 33 
But you who have the judgment to deſcry- 


Where you excel, which way your Talents lie, 
I'm ſure, will never be induc'd to ſtrain 

Your Genius, -orattempt againſt your ycin. ' 
Yet ( this let meadviſc ) it c're you write, 
Ler none of your compolures ſee the light, 


Till they've been throughly weigh'd, and paſt the 
Teil | 


Of all thoſe Judges who are thougurt the beſt : 


While in your Desk they're lock'd up from the 
Preſs, 


You've powertocorrett them as you plcaſe : 

But when they once come forth ro view of all, 

Your Faults arc Chronicled, and paſt recall; 
Orpheus the firſt of the inſpired Train, 

By force of powerful numbers did reſtrain 

Mankind from rage, and bloudy cruelty, 

And taught the barbarous world civility, 

Hence roſe the Fiftion, which the Poets fram'd, 


That Lions were by's tugcful Magick tam'd, 
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And Typers, charm'd by his harmonious lays, C 
Grew gentle, and laid by their ſavagenefs : \ 
Hence that, which of Amphion roo they tell, [ 
The pow'r of whoſe miracuious Lute could call 1 
The well-plac'd ſtones into the Theban Wall, } 
Wondrous were the effeCts of primitive Verſe, [ 
Which ferled and reform'd the Univerſe: 
This did all things to their due ends reduce, 
To publick, private, ſacred, civil uſc : 
Marriage tor weighty cauſcs was ordain'd, | 


That bridlcd luſt, and lawlels Love rellrain'd : " 
Citics with Wails, and Rampicrs were inclos'd, 
And property with wholſom Laws diſpos'd : 
And bounds were fix'| of Equity and Right, 

To guard weak lanocence from wrongtul might. 
Hence Poets have been held afacred name, 

And plac'd with firſt Rates inthe Litts of Fame. 
Next theſe, great /Zomer rothe world appear'd, 
Around the Globe his loud alarms were heard, 


Which a!l the brave to war like ation far'd : 
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And Hefrd after him with uſeful skijl 
Gaye Leſſons to inflru&tthe Plough-mans toil. 


Verſe was the language of the gods of old, 

[1 which their ſacred Oracles were told : 

In Verſe were the firſt rules of vertuc taught, 

And Doftrine thence, as now from Pulpirs ſought : 

By Verſe ſome have the love of Princes gain'd, 

Who oft vouchſafe ſo ro be entertain'd, 

And with a Muſe their weighty cares unbend. 

Then think ir no diſparagement, dear Sir, i 

To own your ſelf a Member of that Quire, 
Whom Kings eſteem, and Heaven docs inſpire. 

Concerning Poets there has been conteſt, 

Whether they're made by Art, or Nature beſt : 

Bur if I may preſume in this Afﬀair, 

Amongſt the reſt my judgmenrro declare, 

No Art without a Genius will avail, | 

And Parts without the help of Art will fi! : 

But both Ingredients joyntly muſt unirz 


To make the happy C'uaratter complete, 
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None at New-market cver won the Prize, 
But us'd his Airings, and his Exerciſe, 
His Courſes and his Diets long before, 
And Wine,and Women fora time forbore : | : 


Nor is there any Singing-man, we know, 

Ot good Repute ; in cither Chappel now, | 

Bur was a Learner once ( he'| freely own ) | | 

And by long Praftice to that Skill has-grown : 

Bur each conceited Dunce, without pretence 

To the leaſt grainof Learning, Parts, or ſenſe, 

Or any thing butharden'd impudence, 

Sers up tor Poetry, and dares engage 

Wirh all che topping Writers of the Age : 

* Why ſbould not be put in amongft the reſt ? 

« Damn him! he ſcorns to come behind the beſt : 

* Declares himſelf a Wit, and vows todraw 

* On the next man, who ere diſowns him ſo. 
Scriblers of Quality who have Eſtate, 

To gain applauding Fools atany ratc, | 

Practiſe as many tricks as Shop-keepers 


Totorce a Trade, and put off nqughry wares : | 
, | Some 


' hh 


Some hire che Houle their Follics ro expole, 
And arc at charge to be ridiculous: 


Others with Wine, and Ordinarics trcat 


A needy Rabblerocry up their Wir : 

'Tis ſtrange, that ſuch ſhould the truediff'rence find 
Betwixt a ſpungingKnave and faithful Friend. 
Take heed how you c're proſtirute your ſenſe 

To ſuch a tawning crew of Sycophants : 

All ſigns of bcing pleas'd the Rogues will feign, 
Wonder, and bleſs themſclves at eyery line, 
Swearing,  *7is ſoft ! 'tis charming ! "tis Divine / 
Here they'l look pale, as it ſurpriz'd, and there 

In a diſguiſe of prict ſqueeze our a tear: 


Ofrt ſeem tranſported with a ſudden joy, 


Stamp an4 lift up their hands in cxtaſie; 

Bur, if by chance-your back once turn'd appcar, * 
You'l have em ſtrait put out their tongues in jecr, 
Or point, or gibe you with a ſcorntul ſnecr. 

As they who.truly grieve at Funcrals, ſhew 


. Lels outward forrow than hir'd mourners do; 
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So truce Admicrers leſs concernment wear 
Before your face than the ſham Flatrerer, | 
They tell of Kings, who never would admit 
A Confident,or boſom-Favourite, 
Till tore of Wine had made his fecrers float, 
An. by that means they'd found his temper out : 
"1 were well if Poets knew ſome way like this, 
How to dilcerntheir friends from encmies. 
Had yau conſulted learned Ber of old, 
He would your faults imparrially have told : 


« This Verſe correflion waxts ( he would have 


ſud ) 
* And ſo does this: It you replied, yay had 
To. little purpole (cveral trials made ; 
He preſcatly would bid you ſtrike a daſh 
Qua all, and put un better in the place : 
But it he tound you once a ſtubborn ſor, 
That would not be corrected in a faulr ; 
He would no more his pains and counſel ſpend 


On an abandon « Fool that (corn'd to mend z 
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But bid you in the Devils name goon, 
And hug yourdear impertinence alone. 
A truſty knowing Friend will boldly dare 
Togive his ſenſe and judgment, whereſoe're 


He ſees a Fault: © Here, Sir, good faith, you're 


low, 
« And muſt ſome heightning on the place beſtow : 
« There, if you mind, the Rhime is harſh, and rough, 
« And ſhould be ſoft ned to go ſmoothlier off 
«* Tour ſtrokes are here of Varniſh left, too bare, 
* Tour Colours there too thick laid on appear : 
« Tour Metaphor is coarſe, that Phraſe not pure, 
* This Word improper, and that ſenſe obſcure. 
In fine, you'l find him a ftrict Cenſurer, 
That will not your lcaſt negligences ſpare 
Through a vain fcar of diſobliging you: 
They are bur ſlight, and trivial things, 'tis true : 
Yet theſe ſame Trifles ( take a Poets word ) 


Marter of high importance will afford, 
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Whene'rg by meansof them you come to be 
Expos'd to Laughter, Scorn, and Infamy. 
No thoſe with Lord have mercy on their doors, 
SISTERS — 
Venom of Adders, or infefted Whores, 
Are dreaded worle by men of ſcenic, and Wir, 


Than a mad Seribler in his raving fit : 


Like Dog, whole tail is pegeg'd into a bone, 

' The hooting Rabble all about the Town, 
Purſue the Cur, aund pelt him up and down, 
Should this poor Frantick, as he paſs'd along, 
Intent on's Rhiming work amidſt thethrong, 
Into Fleet-Ditch, or lome deep Cellar fall, 
Ang ill he rent his throat tor fuccour bawl, 
No one would lend an helping hand art call : 
For who ( the Plague ! ) could gueſs at his deſign, 
Whethcr he did not tor the nonce drop in : 

F4 reil you, Sir, but - you ve heard 


Ot the odd end of a x Sicil, a Bard: 


— co_ 


Fond to be deem'd a god, rhis fool ' it {ſcems } 


In's fit !capt headlong into #:4a's Flames. 


Troth, 
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Troth, I could be content an Act ie nals! =. 


Such Poets ſhould bave Icave, when ere et 
pleaſe, 


Todie, and rid us of our Grievances, 

A God's name let'em hang, or drown, or chooſe 
What other way they will themſelves diſpole, 
Why ſhould we life againſt their wills impoſe ? 
Might that ſame fool I mention'd, now revive, 
He would not be reclaim'd, I darc believe, 


But ſoon be playing his old freaks again, 


And ſtill the ſame capricious hopes retain, 


'Tis hard to gueſs, and harder to alledg 
Whether tor Parricide, or Sacriledsg, 
Or ſome more ſtrangc,unknown,and horrid crime, 
Done in their own, or their Fore-fathers time, 


Theſe ſcribling Wretches have been dama'd tol | 
Rhime : 


Burt certain 'tis, for ſuch a crack-braind Race 
Bedlam, or Hogsdon | is the ficreſt place : 

Wirhout their Keepers you had berter chooſe 
To mect the Lions of the 7ower broke looſe, 
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Than theſe wild favage Rhymers in the ſtreer, 
Who with their Verſes worry all they meet : 
In vain you would releaſe your ſelf; fo cloſe 


The Leeches cleave, that there's no getting loole, 
Remorſleſs they rono entreaties yield, 
Till you are with.inhumanec non-ſcnſc kill'd, 
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S I was walking in the Mall of late, 
_ wn and muſing on I know not what ; 
Comes a familiar Fop, whom hardly I 
Knew by his name, and rudely ſeizes me: 
Dear Sir, I'm mighty glad to meet with you : 
| And pray, how have You done this Age, or two ? 
« Well I thank God ( ſaid I) as times are now: 
& [wiſh the ſame to you. And ſopaſs'd on, 


Hoping with this the Coxcomb would be gone. 
But 
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But when I ſaw Icould not thus ger free; 
Lask'd, what buſincls clic he had with me 2 

Sir (anſwered he ) If Learning, Parts, or Senſe 


Merit your friendſhip ; Thave juſt pretence. 

& 7 honour you ({aid I) wpon that ſcore, 

% And ſhall be glad to ſerve you to my power. 
Mean time, wild to get looſe, I try all ways 
To ſhake hinroff: Sometimes I walk apace, 
Sometimes ſtand ſtil]: I frown, I chafe, I fret, 
Shrug, turn my back, as in the, Ba/gno, ſweat : 
And ſhew all kind of ſigns ro make him gueſs 
At my 1mparticace, and uncalineſs, 

* Happy the folk in Newgate | ( whiſper d 1) 
* Who, tho in Chains are from this torment fret? 
* Wou'd ] were like rough Manly in the Play, 

* To ſend Impertinents with kicks away. / 

Heall the while bairs me with tedious chat, 
Speaks muchabour the drought,and how the rate 
Of Hay is rais'd, and what it now goes at : 
Tells mc of a new Comet at the Hague, 


Portending God CROW what, a Dearth, or Plague * 
__— = = 
Jealar. 
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Names every Wench, that paſſes through thePark, 
How much ſhe 15 allow'd, and who the Spark, 
Thar keeps her : .poitts, who lately gor a Clap,... 
And who at the Groom-Porters had ill hap 

Three nights ago in play with ſuch a Lord : .. 
When he obſerv'd, I minded not a word, 

And did no anſwer to his trath afford ; 

Sir, I perceive you fland on Thorns ( {aid he) 

And fain would part : but, faith, it muſt not be: 
Come, let us take a Bottle. (I cried ) © No; 

*« Sir, I am in a Courſe, and dare not now. '' 

Then tell me whether you deſire to go : 

i/] wait upon you, «+ Oh ! Sir, tis too far : 

« Twifit croſs the Water : therefore ſpare 

« Tour needleſs trouble.T, rouble ! Sir, tis none : 

'Tis more by half to leave you here alone, 

T have no preſent buſineſs to attend, 

At leaſt which I'l] not quit for ſuch a Friend : 

Tell me not of the diſtance : for I vow, 
Fl] cut the Line, doutle the Cape for you, 
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Good faith, I will not leave you : make no word!s; 
Go you toLamberh ? 7s it to my Lords: 

His Steward I moſt intimately know, 

Have often drunk with his Comptroller too. ” 
By this I found my Wheadle would nor paſs, 
But rathcr ſerv'd my ſuffrings to increaſe : 


And ſccing 'twas in vain to vex, or frer, 
I patiently ſubmirrted to my Fate. 
Strait he begins again : Sir, if you knew 
My worth but half ſo throughly as I do; 
Pm ſure, you would not value any Friend 
_ Tou have, like me: but that IT won't commend 
My ſelf, and my own Talents ; I might te! 
Flow many ways to wonder I excel. 
None has a greater gift in Poetry, 
Or writes more Verſes with more eaſe than I : 
I'm grown the ewvy of the men of Wit, 
IT ki7d ev'n Rocheſter with grief, andſpight : * 
Next for the Dancing part I all ſurpaſs, 
St. Andrew never mov'd with ſach a grace : 
=———_—_— {gt ; x 
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\ And "tis well known, when &te ] Jing, or ſer; 


Humphreys, #or Blow could ever match me yet. - 


Here got room to interrupt t 4 Have you | 
« 4 Mother, Sir, or Kindred living now ?> 
" Not one + they are all dead.  Troth, fol gacff +- 7 
* The happier they( faid 1 ) who are 4t reſt: 
« Poor [ am only left unmurder'd yet : 
« Haſte, I beſeech you, and diſpatch me quite : 
« For 1 am well convinc'd, my time is come : 
*« When I was young, a Gypſie told my doom: = 
This Lad ( faid ſhe, and look'd upon my hand) -- 
Shall not by Sword, or Poyſon come to's end, 
* Nor by the Fever, Dropfiey Gout, or Stone, 
But he ſhall die by an eternal T ongae : 
Therefore, when he's grown up, if he be wiſe; 
Let him avoid great Talkers, 1 adviſe, 
By this time we were got to Weſtmin/{tr, 
Where:he by chaneca rial had to hear, 
And, it he were not there, his Cauſe mult fait - 
Sir, if .you love me, ſtep into the Hall 


D 


ws Hewes irate Fowy 
For one half bexs, 4 The Devil take Me eve. . 


«(Said | ) if } kwew avy thing of Lam: 16, 
« Befades Trold you whithrr {mito go.” 1 
Hercart he mgde a ſlang, pull'd dowa his Has 
Over his &y65, and mus'd jn deep debate : 
"I'm in aſtraight (aid be ) what 7 ſhall des. 
Whether forſake *y bujenels, $17, 07 YOhs 1 
« Me by allwreass ( lay L) Ne (lays my Sot ) 
1 fear you babe it ith, If 1 ſhould do't ; 
Pm ſure, you will. * Not þ, by ab that's goers 
But I've mare dreedivg, than to be ſe rude..." 
« Pray,doa't negiedt ur Qwn concerys for me ! 
'* Tour Cauſe, goed Sir!/Ay Cagyſe be damu'd(lays ho 
Twoalue't leſs than your dear Company. " 
With this he came ap tome, and would lead 
The way ; | fneaking after hung my head. 

Nexr he begins tophgue me with the Plot, * 
' Asks, whether | were known to Oats or not ? 
« Net I, "thank FHleaven! Ins: Prieſt have brea: 
* Fave never Daway, nor St, Qmers/een, 
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What think you, Sir 4 will hey Fitz Harris try2 - 
Will he die, think yoa » Teszwoſt certwtinly. 
{ mean, be bang'd. * Woutl thou wort fo (wild 1, 
Religion came in next z tho lis'd ti& more 
Than the French King, his Punk, or Cotifeffor. 
Oh ! the ſad times, if net the King ſhould die! - 
&ir, are you not afraid of Popery ? 
* No more than mvy Superiorc © why ſhodld 18 
* ['ve nd Eſtate in Abby-Eauds to boſe, 
But Fire, and Faxgot ir, how like you thefet 
* Come Inquiſicion, «ny thing( thoughrt) 
« So Heeav tn wodld bleſs nit to get rid of thee : 
« But 'tis ſome comfert,that my Hell is hate: 
« [need no puniſhment bereafter fear. 

Scafce had I chovghs, but he fails orf. ancw 
How ſtands it, Sit, betivixt his Grate, and you ? 
« Sir, he's a man of fonſe abrie the Crowd, 
* And (buns the Converſe of a Dluifit ade. 
Ay, Sir,( Says he ) youre happy, who are 1:4r 


His Grace, and have the ſavanr of kts car : 


D 3 


60 .Bogace Big-rfro-of-Poekr. 
(Bat let. ne telkyon, if yeu'l recommend \ V1 | 


This perſoy bere, your point will. ſoow be gain'd. \' 
Gad, Sir, I'll die, if my own fingle Wit 

Dov't Fob his Minions; and diſplace 'em quite, 

And make your ſelf bis only Favourite. 

,* No, you are out abundantly( faid |) 

* We live not, as you think ; wo\Family 

« Threughoat the whole three Kingdoms is more free 
« From thoſe ill Cuſtoms, which are us d to ſwarm 
«* [y great mens houſes ; nbne &'re does me harm, 

« Becauſe more Learned, or more Rich, thayi'] : 

* But each may keeps his Place, and his Degyee. 
'Tis mighty ſtrange (ſays he ) what you relate, 

«. But nothing, tracr, take my word for that. 

i Tou make me long tobe admitted too LS 
Amongſt b15 Creatures : Sir, beg, that you © | 

- Willftand wy Friend : Tour Intereſt is ſuch, 

Tou may prevail, I'm ſure, yowtan"domnch. 

He's ene; that may be won upon, I've heard, 

T ho at the firs approach acteſ{ be hard. 


ph 


Dll ſpare natrouble of my own, #rFriends;':..". 
Nocoft in Fees, and Bribes togain my endr:. 
PI ſeek all oppartimities to meet 

With him, accoſt hr in the very ſtreet :+ .. 
Hang on his Coath, and wait upon him home, 


Fawn, Scrape and Cringe to him, nay, to his Groom.” * 


Faith, Sir, this muſt;be-doxe, If we'll be great : 
Preferment cone swftrat a cheaper rate. v 

While atthis Sayage gatc he worried me; 
By chance. a Dottor, my dear Friend came by, 
That knew the Fellow's humourpaſling well : 
Glad of the ſight, Ijoyn him ; weſtand fill: 
Whence came you,Sir-? and whither- go you now 2 | 
And ſuch like queſtions pals'd betwixe u$ two : 
Straitl begia to pull him by che (leeve, 
Nod, wink upon hin, 'ronch my Noſe, and give 
A thouſand hints, to lethim know, that1 
Necded his help for my delivery : 
He, napghty Wag, with. an Arch flecring ſmile 


Scems ignorantof. what I mzan the while ; 
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I grow ſtark wild with rage: '* Sir, faid war your”... © A 
ff Teu'd ſomewhat to diſcourſe, not long-ago; \ © \ : 
« With me in private# Frewenmber't will + p 

£ 6& 


Some other time; be fure, F will not fail: be © 
Now 1 am'in great bofte upon my word + 
A Meſſerery came for we from a Lord, 
That's in a bad condition, like to die. 
* Oh! Sir, he can't be in a worſe, thaw I 
&* T herefere. for God's ſake ag wot ſtir from bone. ' 
Sweet Sir ! your pardan : "tis of conſequence 
T hope you're kinder tha to prof my lay, 
Which may be HeaV n kaows whit out of my way. 
This ſaid, he left me to my murdercr ; 
ting no hopes of my relicf appear; 
* Confounded be the Stars ( ſaid 1) that ſway d-- 
* This fatat dey ! "would F bad kept my B-d 
* With fickmefo, rather thanbeen wiſited 
« With this worſe Plagne | what ill have Tere doye © 
« To pull this exrſe, this Beavy Fatgment down 2 
While I was thus lamenting wy ilf hap, 
Comes aid at length : abraceof Bailiffs clap 


The 


© 


Horace i hy 3: 
The Raſcal on the back : © Here take your Fees, 
* Kind Gentlemen { ſaid I) for my releaſe. 

He would havghad me Bit, Zxeuſ$ he, Sir, 
* I've madea Vow ne're to be Surety more : 
«* My Fither was undofie b y't heret!oford, 

Thus! got off, and bleſs'd the Fares that hc 


Was Pris'ner made, I (cr art liberty, 


Paraphraſe upon % 
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Quid dedicatum poſcit Apollinem 
Vates ? &c, 


I, 


7 Kat does the Poct's modeſt Wiſh rc- 


quire 2 
What Boon does he'vf gracious Heav'n deſire 2 
Not the large Corps of Eſham's goodly Soil, 
Which tirc the Mower's, and the Rea per's toil ; 
Nor the ſoft Flocks, on hilly Cotſwold fed, 
Nor Lemſter| Ficld; with living Fleeces clad : 


He dors not ask the Grounds, whence gentle 
" Thames, 


Or S:44rn ſpread their fat'ning Streams. 


Where 


Horace bir=2t#r7r uf-Partes) " 595 
42 Whete thoy with wayromwindings play; 
And at rheir widen' d Banks inſcnſibly awdy* 
He docs not ask the Wealth of Lombard. freer; 
Which Cenkcicnces, and Soulsare pawn'd roger, 
Nor thoſe exhauſtleſs Mines of Gold,: 
Which Guinny and Peru in their rich boſoms hold. 


| 2, 
Let ghoſe rhar live in the Canary Iſles, 


On which indulgent Naturcever ſmiles, 


% =_ 
i. 


Take pleaſurein their plenteous Vintages, 
And from the juicy Grape its racy Liquor preſs: '' 
Let wealthy Merchants, when they Dine, 
Run o're thkir coſtly names of Wine, ** '/ 


Their Cheſts of  Florexce, and their Mont- 
Alchine. . 


Their Mants, Cbampagns, Chabizes, Frontiniacks rell, 
Their  Aums of Hock, of Backrag and Moſells 
He envies-not their Luxury 
Which they! wizh, ſo much: pains, and nagar 


4 


buy: 


For 


56? 
Foo lwhich @.many-Stotihs, ant| Weeds chey 
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Hotack babe of fanape 


"Yb EUR, nd ira arts 169 bond 
For which they paſs the Streights fo of,each 
' year Y . ' s - » I.) JZ 


He wants no Cypru Birds, nor Ortolans, 
Nor Daintics fctch'd frorm far to pleaſe his Senle, 


Cheap whotf6' Herbs content his frugl 
Board: _; 1; 4 nO 


Fhe fooy okuntaln ll 1 
Whith the meah'ſt Village Gardendoes affortl!: | 
Gradt bw; kintt Heav'ri; che ſurhot his deſires, 
What Nature, ner what Laxury requires: 
taan!y.dors 4 Competency clann, 


And, when he has it, wit touſe the ſame: 


'Gratt Nitin fourtd Health, impair by n no > Dif | 


.Sn(e, 
Nor by brsowvn Exceſs: 


Sea lurb-in (freagrir'of Mintl,and Brady live\ /: 
285 20t his Reaſon, nor his Scnſc ſurvive : 


: His 


Y- 


TT 


His Age (if Age he &ce muſt liveto ſee ) 
I.ct it from want, Contempt, and Caze be free, 


Bur nat from Mirt}1,anddie delights br Poetry, 
 byn bur chisg, he's agrp £3 i. 
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Ebeu fugaces, Pothume, Poſthume, 
Labuntur anni, Gee, 


————_ - ——  wr— au oo 


I. 
Las !dear Friend, alas! time haſtes away, 
£7 NÞr is it in our pow'r to bribe its ſtay : 
The rolling years with conſtant motion run, 
Lo! while I ſpeak, the preſent minure's gone, 
And following hours urge the foregoing on. 
Tis not thy Wealth, 'tis not thy Power, 

Tis not thy Picty can thee ſecure : 

"They re all too feeble ro withſtand 


Grey Hairs,approaching Age,and thy avcidleſs _ 
W 


'Horacd 


FOOTER has deal” 26: 4 ag | "' OI 
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When once, thy u utmoſt Tien) j A 
Tal chin be fruiceſso expe Repri - 3% "2 tA 
=" CoulIſt thou ten thouſand Kingdouts giv 


In purchafe for each hour of longerlife;/11+ ++ 1c" 


They would not buy one gaſp of breath, 
Not moyconc jor incxorable Deaths! : 


All the vaſt ſtock of humanc Progeny, 6 
Which now like ſwarms of Inſects a awh : ! 

Upon the Surface of Earth's ſpacious Ball, 
Muſt quit this Hillock of Mortality, 

.. Andin its Bawels buricd lie. '.. 
The mightieſt King, and proudeſt, Potentate, . ; 
In ſpight of all his Pomp; and all his State, 
Muſt pay this neceſſary Tribute unto /Fate. | 
The buſie, reſtleſs Monarch of the times, which now 


Ir In Ali... tt 


+ Keepsſuch a pother, and ſo much ado 
To fill Gazettes alive, 


And after in ſome lying Annal to ſurvive ; a 
* I 2 Vn 
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26 Hance trwivoofony. 
Ev'n n He, tat gr moral un 
on and rotaswell as thou, 'angl, | 
As well as the poor racer d Wrerch thar begs his 


And is wich ſera cnt of the-common Basket fed. 
ig. 2 [_ 
In vain from dangers of the bloudy Field we keep, 
In vain we eſcape 
Theſultry Line, andſtormy Cape, 
And all therreacherics of the fairhlefs Devp: 
In vain for health co forein Connerics we repair, 
And change our Eeg/rfÞ for Mompelier Air, 
In hope to leave onr fears of dying there + 
In vain with coſtly far-ferclf'd Drugs we ſtrive 
To keep tht waſting vitat Lamp ative : 
In vairr on Dodtors feeble Art rely / 
Apainſt refſtlefs Dearh there is no remed £4 
© Both we, and they for all their sKilf muſt die, 
And fill alike che Bedrols of Mortality. 


4 4 Thou 


Horace bis—Adrt of -Pooery. . 6x. 
4- bw 5 
"Thou muſt, thou muſt reſign ro, Fate, my Friend, 
And leave thy Houle, thy Wiſe,and Family behind: 
Thou muſt thy faig, and goodly MannorgJcaye, 
{Ofghcſc chyT cees.thyy ſhal with thee rake, 
Sayejuſt as much as will thy Coffin make: , 
Nor wilt thou be allow'd of all thy Land, to have, 
But the ſmall pittance of a ſix-foot Grave. 
Then ſhall thy prodigal young Heir 
Laviſh the Wealth, which thou for many a year 
Haſt hoarded up with ſo much pains and care: 
Then ſhall he drain thy Cellars of their Stores, 
Kept ſacred now. as vaultsof buricd Anceſtors 
Shall fer th' enlarged Burts ar liberty, 
Which there cloſe Pris'ners under durance lic. 
And waſh theſe ſtately Floors with better Wine 
Than-that of conſecrared Peolates when they dine, 


——— 
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I, 


| Ail God of Verſe! pardon that thus1 take in 


vain 
Thy ſacred, everlaſting Name, 
And in unhallow'd Lines blaſphcme : 
Pardon that with ſtrange Fire thy AlcarsI profanc. 


Hail thou! to whom we mortal Bards our Faith 
/ fubmir, 


Whom we acknowledg our fole Text, and: holy 
Writ : 
None other Judg infallible we own, 


But Thee, who art the Canon of authentick Wir 
alone. 


Thou 


The Praiſe of Horner. 63 
Thou art the unexhauſted Ocean, whence 


Sprung firſt, and ſtill do flow th' ctetnal Rills of 


ſenſe : 


To none but Thee our Art Divine we owe; 
From whom it had its Riſc, and full PerfcQion too. 
Thou art the mighty Bank, that ever do'fſt ſupply 


Throughout the world the whole Poetick Com- 
pany : 

With thy vaſt ſtock alone they traffick for a 
name, 


And ſend their glorious Ventures our to all the 
Coalts of Fame, 


2. 

How trulier blind was dull Antiquity, 

Who faſten'd that umjuſt Reproach on Thee / 
Whocaa the ſenſleſs Tale believe 2 

Who can to the falſe Legend credit give 2 


Or think thou wantedſt ſighr, by whom all others 
lee ? 


What Land, or Region, how remote ſoe're, 


Does not ſo well deſcrib'd in thy great Draughts 
appear, 


E That 


64 7h Proife of Homer. 
' Thatcachtby native Country ſeems to be, | 


And each have becn ſurvey'd, and. RG our 
By thee 2 


Whatever Earth does in her pregnant Bowels bear, 
..  Oron her fruitful Surface wear ; 
What e're the ſpacious Fields of- Air contain, 
Or farcxtended Territories of the Main ; 
© by thy skilful Pencil ſo exatly ſhown, 


We ſcarce diſcern where thou, or Nature beſt has 
drawn, 


Noris thy quick all-piercing Eye 
Or check'd, or bounded here: 

Bur farther does ſurpaſs, and farther does deſcry : 
Beyond the Travels of the Sun, and Year, 

B:yond this glorious Scene of ſtarry Tapeſtry, 

Where the vaſt Purliews of the Sky, 
And boundleſs waſte of Nature lies, 

Thy Voyages tlwou mak'ft, and bold Dilcoyeries. 
Whatthere the Gods in Parliament debate, 
Whar Vores, or Atts i'th'Heav'nly Houſes paſs, 

| By Thee ſo well communicated was; 

'As 


. J 4 _ 


| The Praiſe of Hothet. 64 
As if thou'dſt been of thar Cabal of State, 


As if Thou hadſt been ſworn rhe Privy-Counſcilor 
of Fae. 


| 3: 
What Chicf,who does thy Warrier's great Exploits 
ſurvey, 


Will nor aſpire ro Deeds as great as they ? 
What generous Readers would he not inſpire 
With che fame gallant Heat, the ſame ambirious 


Fire ? 
Methinks from 7da's top with noble Joy I view 
The warlike Squadrons by his daring Condut led; 
I ſee th' imnional Hoſt engaging on his ſide, 
And him the bluſhing Gods out-do. 
Where e're hedoes his dreadful Standards beat; 


Horror ſtatks in tlie Van; and Slaughter in the 
Rere. 


Whole Swarths of Encniies his Swotd does 
mow, 

And Linibs' of mangled Chiefs his paſſage 
ſtrow, | 

And flouds of eccking Gore the Field o're- 


flow : —_ 
E 2 While 


66 The Praiſe of Homer: 
White Heayn's dread Monarch from his Throne 
of Stare, 


With high concern upon the Fight -looks down, 
And wrinkles his Majeſtick Brow into a Frown, 
To ſee bold Man, like him, diſtribute Fate. 
Okzxend : 4 


While the;great Macedonian Youth in Non-age 
greWs.. - 1 1152: bp 


Not yet by Charter of his years ſet free 

From Guardians, and their ſlaviſh tyranny, 
No Tutor, bur the Budg Philoſophers he knew : 

And well enough the grave, and uſeful Tools 

Might ſerve toread him Leftures, and to pleaſe . 
With unintelligible Jargon of the Schools, 
And airy Terms and Notions of the Colleges : 


They might the Art of Prating, and of Brawling 
reach, 


And ſome infipid Homilies of Vertue preach : 
But when the mighty Pupil had outgrown 


Their muſty Diſcipline, when manlicr Thoughes 
pollels'd 


His 2cnerous Princely Breaſt, 
h Now 


Now ripe for Empire, and a Crown, | 
And fill'd with laft of Honour, and Renown; 
He then'lcarnt ro contemn 
The deſpicable things, the men of Flegm: 
Strait he to the dull Pedants gave relcaſc, 
And a more noble Maſter ſtrait rook place : 
Thou, who the Grecian Warriour ſo could'ſt praiſe, 
As might in him juft envy raiſe, _ 
Who ( one would think ) had bcen himſelf too 
high 
To envy any thing of all Mortality, 


'Twas thou that taught'ſt him Leſſons loftier far, 03 
The Art of Reigning, and the Art of War: 

And wondrous was the Progreſs, which he made, 

While he the Atts of- thy great Pattern read : 


The World too narrow for his boundlefs Conqueſts 
grew, 


He Conquer'd one,and wiſh'd,and wept for new : 
From thence he did thoſe Miracles produce, 
And F ought, and Yanquiih'd by the Condut of a 
Mule, ? 


E = 4+ Nos 


No wonder rival Nations quarrelF'd for thy Birth, 

' A Prize of greater and of higher worth 

Than that which led whale Greece,and Afia forth, 
Than that, for which thy mighty Hero fought, 


And Troy with ten years Wat, and its. Deſtruction 
bought. 


Well did they think it noble ro haye bore that 
Name, 


> Which the whole world would with ambition claim: 
| ” Well did chey Temples raiſe 
To Thee,at whom Nature her ſelf ſtood in amaze, 
A work, ſhe never tried to mend, nor cou'd, 


In which miſtaking Man, by chance ſhe form'd a 
God. | 


How gladly would our willing #erefwgn 
Her fabulous Ar:hwr, and her boaſted Comfantine, 
And half her Worthics of the Normans Line, 


And quit the honour of their Births ro be enſur'd ta 
Thine 2 | 
How juſtly might it the wiſe choice approve, 
Prouder in this than Crete to have -brought forth 


Almighty Jove ?, 
6, Un- 


6. _— 
Unhappy we, thy Britiſh Oft-ſpring here, 
Who ſtrive by thy greatModel Monuments to rear: 
+, Tn vain for worthleſs Fame we toil,, 
That's pent in the ſtrait limits of a narrow {ſe 4 
_ In yain ourForce, and Art we ſpend 
With noble labours ro cnrich our Land, 


Which 'none beyond our Shores vouchſafe to un- 


derſtand. 
Bethefair ftrufturene'r ſo well deſign'd, 
_ The parts with ne'r ſo- much proportion joyn's ; 
Yet foreign Bards (ſuch is their Pride, or Prejudice) 


All the choice Wognanſbip tor the Materials ſake 
deſpiſe. 


Bur happier thou thy Genius didſt diſpence 
In Language univerſal as thy ſenſe: 


All rhe rich Bullion, whieh thy Soveraign Stamp 
does wear | 


On every Coaſt of Wit does equal value bear, 
Allow'd by all, and currantevery where, 


E 4 


= - 41 
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Zhe Praiſe of Homes. 6 


7” The Praiſe of Homer * 
No Nation yet has bcen fo barbarous found, 
Where i tranſcendent Worth was not re- 

nown'd. 
Throughour the World thou art with Wonder 


read, 


Where ever Learning does its Commerce ſpread, 
Where ever Fame with all herTongues can ſpeak, 


; Where ever the bright God of Wir docs his vaſt 
A124. -- Journicy take, 
q 
Happy above Mankind that envied Name, 
Which Fare ordain'd to be thy glorious Theme : 
What greater Gift could bounteous Heaven be- 


ſow 


On its chicf Favourite below 2 


Wha noblex Trophy could his high Deſerts be 
l, 


Thantheſe thy vaſt ere&ed Pyramids of Wit ? 
Not Statutes caft in ſolid Braſs, 


Nor thoſe, which Arr in breatbing Marble dos @X- 
' prels, 
Can boaſt an equal Life, or laſtingneſs 


With 


The” Praiſe of Homer. * 7 
With their well-poliſh'd Images, which claim 
A Nich in-thy Majeſtick Mohuments of Fame: 
Here their embalm'd incorruptible memories 
Can proudeſt Lowvres, and Eſcurials deſpiſe, 


Andall the needleſs helps of Agyprs coſtly Vati- 
ries. 


No Blaſts of Heaven, or Ruine of the Spheres, 
Not all rhe waſhing Tides of rolling years, 
Nor the whole Race of batr'ring time ſhall e're wear 


our 
. The grear, Inſcriptions, which thy Hand has 


wrought, 


Here ps and they ſhall live, and bear ancndlef 
arc, 


Firm, as engoll 'd inthe eternal Regiſter of Fate. 
For ever curſt bg chat « that mad Etiperoat, 


144 


May future Poets on his hated Name 
Shed all their Gall, and foulcſt Infamy, 

And may it here ſtand branded witherernal ſhame, 
/{ ., Who thought thy Works could mortal be, 
And ſought the glorious Fabrick ro deſtroy : 


In 


172 


Mam: 


The Praiſe of Homer, 
Iathis (could Fate permit ic to be done) /* 
His danmed Sacceſ#r'lie had our-goas, 

Who Rome and all its Palaces in Aſhes laid, 

And the great Ruins with a ſavage. Joy ſurvey'd ; 

He buetit but what might be rebuilt and cicher 


made. 
But had the impious Wiſh ſucceeded "_y 
'T had raiz'd what Age, nor Att coulde*re repair, , 
' + 7'2Not that vaſt univerſal Flame, | 
BY Which at the final Doom 
This beauteous Work of Nature niiff confarne, 
And Heav'nand all its Glories in one Uttteritomb, 
Will burn a nobler, or mote laſting Frame: "047 
As firm, and ſiropg as thatir ſhall endure, 


Throughall che Inyurics of Time-ſecure, 


Nor dic, till the whole world its Funcral Pile be. 
come. 


* Þ< bf .io0u %. af p<, 323 


bad 4 — \ | 
T'wo Patorals0 In nt the Greek. fl 


— - wt EL Ea dg @ich i. 4 roo 6 aka i A £4...4 
—— Rd 
- 

: 
; - C - 4 
S = 

&% -. 
| 
" . £ S | 
% - % COS CO —_ Y *s. tho 
_ w—_ — — _—_—_ 

- : 


os 


at,” in Imitazion of the Greek 


oſthus, bewailing the Death { | £99 
of the Barlof Revomenren.. FE 


Qurn all ye Groves, in "wOD ſhades =Y 


ſcen, 


© Groans be wakt gentle Winds have been: 
Ye Albion Riyers, weep your Fountains dry, 

And all ye Plants your moiſture ſpend,and die : 
Ye melancholy Flowers, which once were —_ 
Lament, until you be cranaforal 'dagen : 

| Letevery Roſe pale as the Lilly be, 

And Winter Froſt ſeize the AFemone ; 


A Bur 


5+ Tio Paſtorals out of the Greek. 
But thou, O Zyacinth, more vigorous grow 
I mourfſitLereersthy ſad glory ſhow, 
Enlarge" giick, and flouriſh in thy w6! 

For Biax, the beloved Bion's dead, 

His voice.is ganc, his tuncful breath is flgd. 


Come all ye M come, adarn the Shepherd's | 
Het ſe ona 4 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 
Mourn ye ſweet Nightingalcs in the, thick Woods, 
Tell tha fad news to, all the BritiſbFloptls: 

See itrq His, and ro Chan towwey! 'd;\ 

To Thames, to Humber, and to utmoſt Tweed : 
Antid bid'them waſt the bitrer igings on; / , 
How Biow 's dead, how the lov'd Swain D cole? 
And w ch bim all the Arc of graceful Song. 

C ome all ”* Muſes, come, adorn "the S bepherd' s 

 Ukrſe 

With never fading Garlands, neverdying Perſe. 


Ye gentle Swang, that haunt the Brooks, and 
Springs, 2] 
Pinc with fad grief, and*droop your Gekly Wings : 


la 
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' In doleful notes the heavy lols bewail, -. oh 

* Such as you ſing at your own Funeral; 

Such as you ſung when your lov'd Orpbew fell. 


Tell itit to all the Rivers, Hills, and Plains, 


Tell it to all the Britiſh Nymphs and Swains, 
And bid them too the diſmal tydings ſpread 
Of Biow's fate, of England's Orpheus dead, 


Come all ye Mulcs, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe ; 


With never-fading Garlands,never-dying Verſe. 
No more, alas! no more that lovely Swain 
Charms with his tuncful Pipe the wondring Plain: 
Ceaſt are thoſe Lays, ceaſt are thoſe ſprightly airs, 
That woo'd our Souls into our raviſh'd Ears: 
For which the liſt'ning ſtreams forgot to run, 
And Trees lean'd their attentive branches down: 
While the glad Hills, loth the ſweet ſounds to loſe, 
Lengthen'd in Echoes cvery heav'aly cloſe. 
Down to the melancholy Shades he's gone, 


And there to Lethe's Banks reports his moan: 


Nothing 
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Nething is heard upon the Mountains now 
But penſive Herds thar for rheir Maſter low : 
S$cragling and comtortleſs about they rove, 

Unmindfal of their Paſture, and their Love. 


Come all ye Mules, come, adorns the Shepherd” s 
Herſe, 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 

For thee, dear Swain, for thee, his much-lov'd Son, 
Does Phebus Clouds of mourning black puton : 
For thee the Satyrs and the ruſtick Fawns 

Sigh and lament through all the Woods and Lawns: 
For thee the Fairies grieve, and ceaſe to dance 

In ſporttul Rings by night upon che Plains : 

The water Nywphs alike thy abſence mourn, 

And all their Springs @o tears and{orrow turn : 

Sad Eccho too docs in deep ſilence moan, 

Since thou art mute,ſince thou arr ſpeechleſs grown: 
She finds nought worth her pains ro imitate, 

Now thy ſwect breath's ſtopt by untimely fate : 
Trees drop their Leaves to drefs thy Funeral, 


And all thcir Fruit before its Artumy fall t 
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Fach Flowar fades, and hangs its wither'd head, 
And ſcorns to thrive, or live, now thou arr dead : 
Their bleating Flocks no more their Udders fill, 
The painful Bees negleCt their wonted toil: 
Alas ! what boots it now their Hives to ſtore 
With the rich ſpoils of every plunder'd Flower, 
when thou, that waſt all ſweetneſs, art no more ? 
Come all ye Mules, come, adorn the Shephera's 
Herle, 
With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 
Ne'r did the Dolphins on the lonely Shore 
In ſuch loud plaints utter their gricf before: 
Never in ſuch ſad Notes did Philome! 
To the relenting Rocks her ſorrow tell: 
Ne'ron the Bechdid poor Alcyone Pp , 
So weep, when ſhe her floating Lover ſaw: 
Nor that dead Lover, to a Sca-fowl turn'd, 


Upon thoſe Waycs, where he was drown', ſo 
mourn'd: 
Nor did the Bird of Memnon with ſuch grief 
Bedew thoſe Aſhes, w hich late gave him lite : 
py Vo 2 , Vrooeged T4Tur \ > 
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F ' they did now with vying grief bewail, 

As they did all laryent dear Bior's fall. | 
Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd't 
Herſe ; 

With never fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 

In every Wood, on every Tree, and Buſh 
The Lark, the Linnert, Nightingale, and Thruſh, 
And all the feather'd Choir, that us'd to throng 
In liſt'ning Flocks to learn his well-run'd Song, . | 
Now each in the ſad Conſort bear a part, 


And with kiad Notes repay their Teachers Art : 
Ye Turtles too ( | charge you ) here aſliſt, 

Let not your murmurs in the crowd be miſt : 

To the dear Swain do not ungrateful prove, 
That taught you how to ſing, and how to love. 


Come ail ye Mules, come, adorn the Shepherd's 


Her/e t 
With never-fading Garland's, never-dying Verſe, 
Whom haſt thou left behind thee, skilful Swarm, 


That dares aſpire to reach thy matchleſs ſtrain : 
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Raſhly ro cake thy witdling Pipe in hand't 
Thy Noregremaig yet freſh/ineveryear, 

And give us alldelight, and all deſpair: 

Pleas'd Fecrho ſtill docs on them medirate; 

And to the whiſtling Reeds their ſounds repeat: 


Pan only e're can equal rhee in Song, 


That task does only ro great Pan belong : 
Burt Pax himſelf perhaps will fear to try, 
Will fear perhaps to be our-done by thee. 


Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherd} 
Herſe | 


With never fading Garlands, never-dying Ver ſei 
Fait Galatea roo laments thy death; 
Lametits the ceaſing of thy tuneful breath 
Oſt ſhe, kind Nymph, reſorted hetetofore 
To hearthy artful meaſures fromthe ſhore : 
Not hatſh like the ride Cyelops were thy lays, 
Whoſe grating ſourids did het oft etrs diſpleaſe : 
Such was the (Stce of th y enchanting tongue, 
That ſhe for ever covild have heard thy Song; 

x F And 


b& Tire faſurals rar of rhe Grock. 
And chid the hours, that did fo fwiftly run, 
And thought the Sun too haſty to godown, 
Now does that lovely Nereid for thy fake 
The Seca, and all her fellow Nymphs forſake : 
Penſive upon the Beach, the firs alone, 


And kindly tends the Flocks from which thow'rt 
gone. 


Come all ye Mules, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 
With thee, {weet Biow, all the grace of Song, 
And all the Muſes boaſted Art is gone : 

. Mute is thy Voice, which could all kearrs command, 
Whole pow'r no Shepherdeſs could c're withſtand: 
All the ſoft weeping Loves about thee moan, 

At once their Mothers darling, and their own : 

Dearer waſt thou to Yerw than her Lover, 

Than hercharn'd Girdle, than hr faithful Doves, 

Than the laſt gaſping Kiſſes, which in death 
Adoms gave, and with them gave tus-breath. 
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This, Thames, ah} this isnoWv the ſebond fols, 
For which in tearsthy weeping Oiutrtent flows : 
Spencer, the Muſes glory, went before; 

He paſs'd long ſince to the Elyfid» ſhore: 

For him ( tlicy fay ) tor him, thy dear-loy'd Son, 
Thy Waves did long in ſobbing murmurs groan, 


Long fill'd the Sea with their complaitit, a 
moan: 


But now, alas! thou do'ft dfteth bewail; * 
Another Son does now thy ſortow call : 

To part with eithet thou alike waſt loth; 

Both deat to Thee, dear to the Fountains bork i 
He largdydrank the Rills ot ficred Chg, 
Atd this 10 leſs of [fs noblet ſtteam : 

He ſung of Hero's, and of hardy Knights 
Far-fam'd in Battels, and tenown'd Exploits : 
This nieddled not with bloudy Fights, ard 


I 


Wars, 
Pan was his Sorig, arid Shepherds harml&& jars, 
Loves peaceful combars, and irs gentle cares. 


F 5 Love 
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Love ever wasthe ſubject of tus Lays, 
And his foft Lays did /exu ever pleaſe. 

Come all ye Muſes, come adorn the Shepherd's 

Fherſe a 

With never fading Gar lands, mever-dying Yer ſe. 
Thou, ſacred Bion, art lamented more 
Than all our tuneful Bards, that dy'd before : 
Old Chaucer, who firſt taught the uſe of Verſe, 
Ns longer has the tribure of our tears: 
Milton, whoſe Muſe with ſuch a daring flight 
Led our the warring Seraphims to fighe : 
Bleſt Cowley roo, who 6n the banks of Cham 
So fweerly figh'd his wrongs, and rold hisflame: 
And He, whoſe Song rais'd Cooper's Hill fo high, 
As made its glory with Parnaſſus vie: 

* And ſoft Orinda, whoſe bright ſhining name 
Scands next grear Sapphv's in the ranksof fame - 

All now unwept, and unrelentcd pals, 

And in our griet no longer ſhare a place : 
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Bio alote does all our tears engroſs, 
Our tears are all to0 few for Bior's loſs. | 
Come all ye Muſes, come, adorn the Shepherg's 
Herſe 


With never-fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe. 
Thee all the Herdſmen mourn in gentleſt Lays, 
And rival one another in thy praiſe : 

In ſpreading Lerrers they engrave thy Name 

On every Bark, thar's worthy of the ſame ; 

Thy Name is warbled forth by every tongue, 

Thy Name the Burthen of each Shepherds Song ; / 
Waler, the ſweet'ſt of living Bards, prepares / 
For thee his tender'ſt, and his mournfull'ſt airs, - 
Andl, the meaneſt of the Britiſh Swains, 
Amongſt the reſt offer theſe humble ſtrains ; 

If Tam reckon'd not unbleſt in Song, 

'Tis whatI ow to thy all-reaching tongue : 

Some of thy Att, ſome of thy tuneful breath 

Thou didſt by Will to worthleſs me bequeath ; 
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To me thou didit cly Pipe,and Skill vowehfu | 


Gu ty Muſes, come, adorn 1he Shopberd's | 

, | 
1th never fading Garlands, never-dying Verſe, | 

Alas | by whar iff Fare, to man nwikind, | 

Were we to fo ſevere 2 lot defign'd ? 

The meaneſt Flowers whith the Gardens pield, 

The vileſt Weeds rhat flourifh in the Field, 

Which muſt e'Ye long lie dead in Wineer's Snow, 

Shall ring 29411, again more Vigorous grow : 

Y on Sun, and this bright gory of the day; ; 


Which night is haſting now ro (narch away, 
Shall rife anew more (ning and more gay : 

Bur wrerched we muſt harder meatare fd, 
The grear'ft, the brav'f, che wirriftof mankind, 
When Death has once pur our chew light, in vamn 
Fver expe@ the dawn ot Lifcagam- 

in che durk Grave 1niendible chey lie, 


— —C 
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Sopieaſe the Fares to deal with u3 bolo lv, 
They cull out thee, and let dull Mervids Yo: | 
Metis WI NWes ; ArdM Tet Wim Ve For tie, 
Hs, ##d WIS PASethal net my whvy We \ 
None ER&Yhat Weed thy veer, thy Artfill T6nguc, 
Will grate of @ts WA Mis rotigh tA Song. 
Come, all ye Mof&, come, atorh the Sheptiertl'; 
Herſe 


© With wever fatting Gorlands, never-dying Verſe. 
A fierce Diſeaſe, ſent by ungentle Death, 
Snarch'd wv Hanes hd fop'd his Hallo w'd Greathi: 
A fatal daft $ait Ie that Rea hly Alte, 
That free War Whith did his breaſt inſpire. 
Ah | what WWlightant Nt coWId boaſt that pow'r, 
Which his Weet vole#Y Migick cetild cot cure - 
Ah crude Flite | How Wdf't thiou chiiſe biit ſpare 
How coukÞf} thou eteteiſe thy rigour here / 
Would thou hadſt tht9wh' thy Dart af #orthilc 6954, 
And let this dear, this valued life go free: 

MA F 4 Berrer 


| Betrer tenthouſand mcaner Swains had dy'd; + | 


Come all ye Mules, come, adorn the Shepherd's 
 fierſe 


With never fading Garlands, never dying Perſe. 
Ah! would kind Neath alike had ſent me hence ; 
Bur grief ſhall do the work, and faveirs pains: _ - 
Gricf ſhall aecompliſh my deſired doam, | 1-N) 
And ſoon diſpatch meto Elyfnom : |, .., 
There, Bion, would I be, there gladly ktiow;" E 
How with thy yoice thou charm'ſt rhe ſhades be. 


low. Þ 

Sing, Shepherd, ſing one of thy ſtrains divine, 
| Tyrs Such as may melt the fierce ; 
; Wee once her ſelf as pleas'd with runehul trains, 
And ſung, and danc'd on the Sicilian Plains.: 
Fear not, thy Song ſhould unſuceelsful proyg, 

Fear not, bur 'twill the pitying Goddcls move ; . 
She once was won by Orphews heav'nly Layhe... 
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And thine as pow'rful ( queſtion ny dear Swain) | 

Shall bing hee bak ro theſe Jad Hil Sin. 
Evn 1 my ſelf / id Latall © 
' Wquldtry the utmoſt of my voicgang kill, 
Would try tombve thetigid King of Hell. 
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ADONIS. 


Imitated out of the Greek of Bion 
of Smyrna. 


PASTOR A L. 
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Mourn Adons, fair Adonu dead, | 
> dead, and all that's lovely, with him fled : 
Come all ye Loves, come hither and bemoan 
Thecharming ſweet Adows dead and gone: 
Riſe from thy Purple Bed, and rich Alcove, 
Throw oft thy gay attire, great Queen of Love : 
Heneeforth in ſad and mournful weeds appear, 


Aida thi trarks of gilef IeTorrow Wer,” 


And 
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And tear thy locks, and bear thy, panting breaſt, . 
And cry, My dear Adanis # deceqlt, 

I mourn Aden, the fot Laves bemoan 

The gentle ſwaes 4Arlonu dead and gone. 


On the cqld Moyntaia lies the wretched Yun 


Kill'd by a Savage-Baar's unpitying raath.:, 

In his white thigh the fatal ſtroke is found,  _ _ 
Nax whiter was that teath,that gayc the wound : 
Fromthe wide wound fall flows the travis. 

And ſtains that skig. which was all ſnaw before : 


His breath wich quick, ſhort tremblings comes and 
goes, 


And Death his fainting eyes begins to clofe: 
From his pale lips the ruddy colour's fled, 

Fled, and has left his kiſſes cold and dead ; 

Yet Venus never will his kiſſes leave, 

The Gaddeſs over to his lips will eleave'; 

The kiſs of her dear Yourh does pleaſ&her (lilly  - 
Burt her poor Youth does not the-plealurt teeti: 
Dead he feels not her love, feek-nother grief, | 
Fcels nor her kils, which might eva life retrieve. 

I mourn 


b, 
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I mourn Adonis the fad Loves 
The comely fair Adonis dead and gone, 
Deep in his Thigh, deep wenrthe killing ſmart, 
But deeper far it goes in Yeww heart : | 
His faithful Dogs abour the Mountain yell, 
And the hard Fate of their dead Maſter tell : 
The troubled Nymphs alike in doleful ſtrains 
Proclaim his death through all the Fields & Plains; 
But the ſad Goddeſs, moft of all forlorn, 
With love diſtrafted, and with ſorrow torn, 
Wild in her look, and ruful in her air, 
With Garments rent, and with diſhevel'd hair, 


Through Brakes, through Thickets,. and through 
pathleſs ways, | 


Through Woods, through Haunts, and Dens of 
Savages, 


Undreſt, unſhod, carcleſs of Honour, Fame, 
And Danger, flies, and calls on his lov'd name. 
Rude Brambles, as the gocs, her body tear, 
And her cut feet with bloud the tones beſmear. 
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She 
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She thoughtleſs of the unfelr (mart flicson, + 

And fills the Weods, and Vallics with her moan, 1 
Loudly does on the Stars and Fates complain, 
 Andprays them give Adonis back again: 

Bur he, alaſs! the wretched Youth, alas ! 

Lies cold, and ſtiff, extended on the graſs: 

There lies he ſteep'd in gore, there lies he drown'd, 
In purple ſtreams, that guſh from his own wound. 


All the ſoft band of Loves their Mother 
mourn, 


At ance of beauty, andof love forlorn. 

Venus has loſt her Lover, and cach grace, 

Thar ſate before in triumph in her face, 

By grief chas'd thence, has now forſook the place, 
That day which ſnatch'd :4doris from her arms, 
That day bereft the Goddeſs of her charms. | 


The Woods and Trees in murmuring ſighs be- 


moan 
The fateof her Adonis dead and gone. 
The Rivers too, as if they would deplore 
His death, with grief ſwell higher than before? 


The 
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The Flowers weep inrears of drexry dew; 

Andby theitdrooping heads their forrow ſhew : 

But moſt the Cyprian Queen with ſhricks, and 
groans, 

Fills all che neighb'riag Hills, and Vales, and 


| Towns : 
The poor Adonis dead! is all her cry, 
Adonis dead ! ſad Echo does reply. 

What cruel heart would not the Queen of Love 
To melting tears, and ſoft compaſſion move, 
When ſhe ſaw how her wretched Lover fell, 

Saw his deep wound, ſaw it incurable ? 

| Soon as her eyes his bleeding wounds ſurvey'd, 
With cager clips ſhe did his Limbs invade, + 
And theſe fpft,tender,mournful things ſhe ſaid : 

« Whither, O whither fli'ſt thou, wretched Boy, 

« Stay my Adonis, ſtay my only joy, 

*« Oſtay, unhappy Youth, at leaſt ill I 

« With one kind wotd beſpeak thee, c'ce thou die, 
« Till I onee note embrace thee, rifl I ſeal 


« Upon thy dying lips my laſt farewd. 
4 Look 
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« Look upone minute, give one'parting kifs, 
« One kiſs, dear Youth, to dry theſe flowing'eyes : 
& Onckifs as thy laſt Legacy I'd fain 
« Preſerve, no God ſhall take ir off again. 

« Kiſs, While T watch thy fwimming eye-balls rou, 
« Watch thy laſt gaſp, and catch chy ſpringing fout. 
« T1 fuck itin, I'll hoard it in my heart, 
« I with that facred pledg will never part, 
« Butthou wilt part, but thou art gone, far gone 
«To the dark ſhadcs, and leay'it me here alone. 

« Thou dy'ſt, but hopeleſs I muſt ſuffer life, 

« Muſt pincaway with caſlcfs endleſs grict; 

« Why was I born a Goddeſs ? why was I 

« Made ſuch a wretch ro want the pow'r to die? 

« If Iby death my forrows might redreſs, 

* If the cold Grave could to my pains givecaſe, 

« Tdgladly die, Fd rather nothing be 

& Than thus condemn'd to immortality : 

« In that vaſt empty void, and boundleſs waſt, 


* We mind not what's to come, nor what is paſt. 


« It 
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« Of life, ordearh we know noifference,. :. 1 
& Nor hopes, nor fears atall affett our ſenſe : | 
* But thoſe whoare of pleaſure once bereft, 
« And muſt ſurvive, are moſt unhappy lefr: 


« To ravenous forrow they are left a prey, 
« Nor can they ever drive deſpair away, 

« Take, cruel Proſerpine, take my lov'd Boy, 
© Rich with my ſpoils, do thou my los enjoy. | 
« Take him relentleſs Goddeſs, for thy own, 

* Neyer till now waſt thou my envy grown. 

*« Hard Fate ! that thus the beſt of things muſt be 
« Always the plundet of the Grave; and thee : 

« The Gtaveand thou now all my hopes engroſs, 
 « And [for ever muſt Adoxis loſe: 

* Thou'rt dead, alas! alas! my Youth,thou'rt dead, 
_ * And with theeall my pleaſures too are fled : 

& They'te all like fleeting vaniſh'd dreams paſg'd 


Orc, 
* And nought but the remembrance left in ſtore 
i ©f raſted joysne're ro be taſted more! 
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ic With thee my Ceſtos, allmy charms are gone, 
<« Thy Femes muſt thy abſence ever moiin, | 
« And ſpend the tedious live-lohg fights alone. 
* Ah! heedleſs Boy, why would'ſt thou raſhly 


chooſe 
« Thy ſelf rodang'rous pleaſures to expoſe 2 
« Why would'ſt thou hunt + why would'ſt chou any 


| more 
& Venture with Dogs to chaſe the foaming Boar # 
« Thou waſt all fair to mitic, to humane eyes, 
« But not ( alas |) tothoſe wild Savages, 
& One would have thought thy ſweetneſs might 
havecharm'd 
* The rougheſt kind, the fierceſt rage diſarm'd: 
« Mine ( Tam ſure) it could; but wo isthee ! 
os All wear not eyes, all wear riot breaſts like nie. 
. In ſuclrſad words the Dame her gficf did vent; 


While the Wing'd Loves kept time with her con 
plaint: 


As many drops of Bloud as from the wound 
Of fhaiti Adonis fell v pon the ground, 
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 Somany tears, and more you. might have told, 
Thar down the cheeks of weeping Fexuw rouf'd:: 
Bath teacs,antdl bloud ro new-born flow'rs give riſc, 
'D / Hence Roles ſpripg,aud thence Anemonſes, 
: Ceaſe, Yenu, in the Woods to mourn thy Love, 
Thou'ſt vented fiphs, thou'ſt laviſh'd tears enough: 
Sce! Goddeſs, where a glorious bed of State 
Does ready for thy dear Adonis wait : 
This bed was once the Scenc of Love, and Joy, 
But now muſt bear the wretched, murder'd Boy: 
There lics he, like a pale, and withe&r'd Flower, 
Which ſomerude hand had cropt before its hour : 
Yet ſmiles, and beaurics tilt live inchis face, - 
Which death can never frighten from their place. 
There let him lie upon that conſcious bed, 
Where you loves myſteries ſo oft have tricd : 
When you've enjoy'd ſo many an happy night, 
Eachlengthen'd into ages ofdelight. 
There let him lic, there heaps of Flowers ftrow, 
Roſcs and Lillics ſtore upon him throw, 


And myrtle Garlands laviſhly beſtow : y 
Pour 


Pour Myrrh; and Balm, and coftlieſt Oin 


on, | : 
Flowers are faded, Ointments worthleſs grown, 
Now thy Adevis, now thy Youth is gone; þ 
Who was all ſweerneſles comprizd in orie, : | 
In Purple wrapt, Adonis lics in ſlate, 
A Troop of mourning Loves about him wait : 
Each docs ſome thark of their kind ſorrow ſhow, 
One breaks his Shafts, r'ocher unſtrings his Bow, 
A third upon. his Quiver wreaks his hate; 
As the fad cauſes of his haſty fate: 
This plucks his bloudy garments off, that britigs 
Warter in Veſlcls from the neighb'ring Springs, x 
Some waſh his Wound, ſome fan him with thei. ' 
Wings : 
All equally their Mothers loſs bemoan, 


All moan far poor Adonis dead and gone. 
Sad Hymen too the fatal loſs does mourn, 
His Tapers all tro Funeral Tapers turn, 
And all his wither'd Nuprial Garlands burn : 
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Hisgay,/ang airy Songs arc.heard no-more, ' 
But mournful Strains, that hopeleſs loye deplore. 
Nor do the Graces fail to beara part | 
With wretched Venus in her pain and ſmart : 
The poer Adonis dead! by turns they cry, 
And ſtrivein griet the Goddeſs toout-vie. 
The Muſes too in ſofteſt Lays bewail 
The haplefs Youth, and his fled Soul recal : 
Bur all in vain; ah ! numbersate too weak - 
To call the loſt, the dead Adonis batk' : | 
Not all the pow'rs of Verſe, or charms of Love 
The deaf remorſleſs Proſerpine can move. 

Ceaſe then, ſad Queenof Love, thy plainrs giv 


orc, 


4 


Till che next year reſerve thy pricf in ſtore: —— 


Reſerve thy Sighs, and rears in ſtore till then, 


Thenthou mult ſigh, then thou muſt weep agen. 
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I, 
Pers. Ar from our pleaſant native Paleſtine, 
Where prcat Euphrates witha a mighty 
cutrent flows, 


i 


And does in'watty limits Babylon 9p FOI 
Curſs'd Bury: / the cauſe, and author of our wocs; 
Therte on the Rivers ſide © 
Sdn wretched, Captive We. 
Andin fad Tas bewail'd cur miſery. 


Tears, whole raft ſtore igcrcas d the nzighb' ring 
- Tidev!7244 PRICE 


We wept, and ſtrait ourgricf before us broughr 
A thouſand diſtant Objes to our chou ghe. 
As oft as we ſuryey'd the gliding Stream, 


-» 


i => 


Lov'd Jordan did our fad romembranceclaim : 
Asoft aswe thi ad joyning City view'd, 

, Dear Sions razed Walls our Grief renew'd : 

G3 We 


169 . Paraphraſe upon the 137. Pſabs. 
Wethought on all the Pleafuresof our ur happy Land, 
Late raviſh'd by a crue}Conqu'r rour'shand: _* 
We thoaght on every pitrous,cucry, ppyrotul ching, 
That might acceſs to our enlarged forrows bring ; 
2, Dcep ſilence cold the greatneſs of of our Grief, 
Of grief too great by Vent to find reliet: 
Our Harps as mute and dumb, as OY 
Hung uſcleſs, and negleftcd by, 4 


And _ and then a broken Kring oy lend a 
''S ) \, worar, 


As if with us they ſelta {ympathy, _ 
And mourn'd their own, and our Captivity 
The gentle River roo, a5 if compaſſiqnate grown, 
As'twould its Natives cruelty artong, _ 
Asit paſs d by, in murmurs gave a picying Grvan. 
2. IE 


3- There the proud TN. us 
Chains, ' 


Who all our ſuff'rings and misfortunes gave, 
Did with rude Infolence our Sorrows brave, | 


And with inſulting Raillery thus mock'dour Pgjnsj 
Fay 


Parbphraſeuym the t37\Pfalm. 161 
Play us ( ſaid they )) ſome brick, ard airy train, 
Such as your Anceſtors were wont to hear 

On Shilo's pleaſant Plain, 
Where all the Virgins met in Dames once a year : 
Or one of thoſe, 
Which your illuſtrious David did compoſe, 
While he fil d Wracl's happy Throne, 

Great Soldier, Poet, and Muſician all in one : 

Oft ( have we heard ) he went with Harp in hand, 
Captain of all t} harmonioas Band, 
And vanguiſb'd all the Quire with's ſingle skill alone : 


4- Forbid it Heav'n | forbid thou great thricc-hal- 
low'd Name, 


We ſhould thy Sacred Hymns dcetame, 
Or them with impious cars profanc. 
No, no, inhumane ſlaves, is thisa time 
( Oh cruel, and prepoſterous demand !) 
When every Joy, and every Smile's a crime, 
A Treaſon to our poor unhappy native Land ? 
Is thisa time for rightly Airs, 
Whenevery look the Badg of ſorrow wears, 
G 4 An 


193 - Parapbraſe upon tht x37 Pſalm. | 
'  AndLivery of our Miſerics, | 
' Sad milſerigs that call for all our Breath in ſighs, 
And all the Tribute of our eyes, 
And moiſture of our Veins our yery bloud in tears ? 


When nought can claim our Thoughts, Jersſalem, 
bur thou, 


Nought, but thy ſad Deſtruction, Fall, and Over- 
theo ? ; 


z- 


S/ Oh deareſt Ciry! late our Nations juſteſt 
/ P\ Pride! 


Envy of all the wond'ring world beſide! 


Oh ſacred Temple, once th' Almighty's blefs'd 
abode, 


Now quite forſaken by our angry God! 


Shall eyer diſtant time, or Place 
Your firm Ideas from my Soul deface ? 

Shall chey not ſtill cake up ny Breaſt 
As long as that, and Life, and I ſhall laſt - | 


-Paraphraſe apon the 137. Pſalm, 101 
Grant Hcav'n ( nor ſhall 'my Pray'rs the Curſe 
withſtand ) 
Thar this my learned, skilful hand 


( Which now o're all the tuncful ſtrings can boaſk 
command, ah 


Whichdoes as quick.as ready, and uncrring prove, 

As nature, when it would its joynts or fingers move) 
Grant it forget its Art and feeling roo, 

Whenl forget to think, to wiſh, to pray tor you: 

6. For ever tied with Dumbnels be my tongue, 


When itſpeaks ought that ſhall not ro your Praiſe 
belong, 


If that be noc theconſtant ſubject of my Muſe, and 


Song. 
PY 
7. ROO Heav'n, remember Edom on that. 
ay, ; 


And with like ſufferings their ſpighr repay, 


Who made our Milſerics their cruel Mirth and 
Scorn, 


Who laugh'd toſee our flaming City burn, 
And wiſh'd it might to Aſhes turn; 


Rage; 


Raze,roze it (was their curſed cry ) 

Raze all its ſtately Struftures down, 
And lay its Palaces, and Temple level with the 
37; £ Foe Fl 


Till Sion Buried in his diſmal Raines lie, 
Forgot alike its Place, its Name, and Memory. 


8. And thou proud Babylon ! juſt Obje& of our 
Hare, 


"Thou too ſhalt feel the fad reverſe of Fare, 

Tho thou art now cxalted high, 
And with thy lofty head o'rerop'ſt the Sky, 
Asif thou would'ſt the Pow'rs above defic ; 
Thou ( if thoſe Pow'rs (and ſure they will) prove 


juſt, 


If my Prophetick Grief can ought foreſee) 
Erclong ſhalr lay that lofty head in duſt, 
And bluſk in Bloud for all thy preſent Cruelry : 


How, loudly then ſhall we retort theſe bitter 
Taunrs 


How gladly ro the Muſick of thy Fetters dance ! 


5. Aday 


Paraphrofe uptn the 1377 Plales, _ 


5. X | 
A day will come (oh might I ſee't! )e'relong ' 
Thar ſhall revenge our mighty wrong : | 
Then blc{s'd, forever bleſs'd be he 
Whoever ſhall return't on thee, 
And grave it deep, and pay't with bloudy Uſury; 


May neither aged Groans, nor Infant Cries, 


Nor pitlous Mothers Tears, nor raviſh'd Virgins 4 | 
Sighs, | 


Sofren thy unrelenting Enemies, 

Ler them as thou to us inexorable prove, 
Nor Age nor Sex their deat Compaſlion move ; 
Rapes, Murders, Slaughters, Funerals, 

And attxhou durſt attempr within our Sions Wall, 
May'ſt thou endure, and more, till joytul we 

Confeſs thy ſelf our-done in arttul cruelty. 
Bleſs'd,yea, thrice bleſſed be that barbarouz Hand 
( Oh grief, that I ſuch dire Revenge commend !) 


Who tears out Infants from their Mothers 
Womb, 


And hurls them yet unborn unto their Tomb; * 
| Bleſs'd 


166 Parapbrafe upon the 1.37. Pſalm. 
Bleſs'd he who plucks' them from their Parents 
Arms 


,” 


Thar San&tuary fromall common harms, 
Who with thcir Skulls, and Bones ſhall pave thy 
Streets all o're, 
And fill thy glutted Channels with their ſcatter'd 
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O Thee, O God, we thy juſt Praiſes ſing, 
To Thee we Thy great Name. re- 
hearſe: , 
We are Thy Vaſlals,and this humble Tribute bring 


To Thee, acknowledg'd only Lord and King, 


Acknowled gd ſole and Sovereign Monarch of the 
Univyerle, 


All parts of this wide Univerſe adore, 
Ecernal Father, thy Almighty power: 


The Skies, and Stars, Fire, Air, and Earth, and 
Sca, 


Wich all their numerous nameleſs Progeny 


Gon- 


108 Paraphraſe upon the 
Confeſs, and their due Homage pay to thee ; 


For why + thou ſpak'ſt the Word, and mad'ft rhem 
th few Nothing be. 


To thee all Angels, all * glorious Court on 


high, 
Seraph and Cherub, the Nobility, 
And whatfoever Spirits be 
Ot leſſer Honour, leſs Degree 3 
To Thee in heav'aly Lays 
They ſing loud Anthems of immortal Prailc : 
Still Holy, Holy, Holy Lord of Hoſts they cry, 
This is their bus'neſs, this their fole employ, 
And thus they ſpend their long and bleſt Ercrnity. 
2. 


Farther than Natures utmoſt ſhores and |nairy 
ſtretch 


The ſtreams of thy unbounded Glory reach ; 
Beyond the ſtraits of ſcanty Time, and Place, 


Beyond the ebbs and flows of marter's narrow 
Seas 


—— and fill the Occan of Eternity and 
PUCC« 


In- 


Hynuv of St. Arabroſe. 09: 

Lnfus'd like ſome vaſt mighty foul, | 

Thondo'ſt inform and atuate this ſpacious whole : 

Thy unſcen hand does the well-joynted Frame ſu+ 
ſtain, 


Which elſe would to its primitive Nothing ſhrink 
again. 
Bur moſt thou do'{tthy Majeſty diſplay 
In the bright Realms of everlaſting Day : 
There is Thy reſidence, there do'ſt Thou reign, 
There on a State of dazling Luſtre fir, 
Thers ſhine in Robes of pure refined Lighr; 
Where Sun's coarſe Rays are bur'a Foil and 
Stain, 
And refuſe Stars the ſweepings of thy glorious 
Train. 


J- | 
There all Thy Family of menial Saints, 
Huge Colonicsof blefs'd Inhabitants, 


Which Death through countle(s Ages has tranſplan- 
ted hence, 


Now on Thy Throne for ever wait, 
And fill the large Rerinue of thy heav'nly State. 


There 


= 


- . n © R 
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It© Paraphrof as the 
There reverend Prophers ſtand, a pompobs goodly 


) ſhow, 
Of old thy Envoys extraordinary here, 


Who brought thy ſacred Embaſſies of Peace and 
War, | 


Thar to,th' obedient, this the rebel world below. 
By them the mighty Twelve have their abode, 
Companions once of the Incarnate ſuff rig God, 
Partakers now of all his Triumphs there, , 
As theyoncarth did in his Miſcries ſhare. 
Ot Martyrs nexta crown'd and glorious Quire, 
Hlluſtrious Hetoes, who have gain'd 


Throughdangers, and Red Scas of Bloud the Pro- 
mis'd Land, 


And paſs through Ordeal Flames to the Eternity 
in Fire. 
There a!l make up the Conſort of thy Praiſe, 
To Thee they ſing (and never ceaſe ) 
Loud Hymns, and Hallelujah's of Applauſe : 


An Angel-Laurcat docs the Seaſc and Strains com- 
pole, 


EHymn of St. Ambroſe. Itt 
Senſe far abbye the reach of mortal Verſe, 


Strains far above the reach of mortal ears, 
And all,,a Muſe ungjorified can fancy, or rehcarſe. 


4- 

Nor is this Conſort only keptaboye, 

Nor is it to the Bleſs'd alone confin'd ; 

Bur Earth, and all thy Faithful here are joyn'd, 
And ftriye to vie with them in Duty and in Love: 


And, tho they cannot cqual . Notes and Meaſures 
raiſe, 


Strive to returnth' imperſeCt Ecchoes of thy Praile. 


They through all Nations own thy glorious 
Name, 


And every where the greatThree-One proclaim, © 
Thee, Father of the World, and Us, and Him, 


Who muſt Mankind, whom Thou didſt make, 
Redeem, 


Thee, bleſſed Saviour, the ador'd, truc, only Son 


To man debas'4, to reſcue Man undone: 


-< 
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112 Paraphraſe upon the 
And Thee, Erernal, Holy Power, 


Whodo'ſt by Grace exalted Man reſtore 
Toall, heloſt by the old Fall, and Sin before : 
You bleſs'd and glorious Trinity, 
Riddleto baffled Knowledg and Philoſophy, 
W hich cannot conprehend the mighty Myſtery 
Of numerous One, and the unnumber'd Three 
Vaſt topleſs Pile of Wonders ! at whoſe ſighr 
Reaſon it ſelf turns giddy with the height, 
Above the flutr'ring pitch of humane Wit, 
And all, bur the ſtrong wings of Faith, that Eagle's 


cowring flight. 
5. 
Bleſs'd Jeſu | how ſhall we cnough adore, 


Oc thy unbounded Love, or thy unbounded 


Fow'r? 


Thou art the Prince of Heav'n, thou are the Al- 
mighty's Heir, 


Thou artth' Erernal Off-ſpring of th' Erernal Sire: 
Hail thou the Worlds Redeemer! whom to free 
From bonds of Death and endleſs miſery, 


Hymn of St. Ambroſe, I13 
Thou thought'ſt it no diſdain to be 


Inhabitcr in low mortality : 
Th' Almighty thought it no diſdain | 
To dwell in the pure Virgins ſpotleſs Womb, 


There did the boundleſs Godhead, and whole 
Heay'n find room, , 


And a ſmall point the Circle of Infinity contain. 
Hail Ranſom of Mankind, all-great, all-good! 
Who didſt atrone us with thy Bloud, 
Thy ſelf the Offering, Alcar, Prieſt, and God: 
Thy ſelf didſt dic ro be our glorious Bail 
From Death's Arreſts,and the eternal F laming Jail : 
Thy felt thougav'ſt th' ineſtimable Price, 


To Purchaſe and Redeem our morgag'd Heav'n and 
Happineſs. 


Thither, when thy great Work on Earth had 
end, 


When Death ir ſelf was ſlain and dcad, 
And Hell with all its Powers captive led, 
Thou didſt again triumphantly Aſcend ? 


H4 Paraphraſe upon the 


There do'ſt Thou now by Thy great Father ſit on 
high, 


With equal Glory, cqual Majeſty, 
Joynt-Ruler of theeverlaſting Monarchy. 


6, 


Again from thence thou ſhalt with greater triumph 
come, 


When the laſt Trumpet ſounds the general 
Doom : 


And (lo! ) rhou com'ſt,and ( lo! ) the diretul ſound 
docs make 


Through Deaths wide Realm Mortality awake * 
| And( lo) they all appcar 
Art Thy Drcad Bar, 
And all reccive th' unalterable S2nrence there. 
Afrighted Nature tremblcs art the diſmal Day, 
And ſhrinks for fear, and vaniſhes away : 


Both that, and Time brcath out thcir laſt, and now 
they. dic, 


And now areſwallow dupand loſt in vaſt Eternity. 


Mercy, 


Hymn of St. Ambroſe. PM T5 
Mercy, O mercy, angry God! 6 


Stop, ſtop thy flaming Wrath, too ficrce to be with- 
ood, 


And quench it with the Deluge of thy Bloud ; 
Thy precious Bloud which was ſo freely {pi!r 
To waſh us from the ſtains of Sin and Guilt : 
O write us with it in the Book of Fate 
Amongſt thy Choſen, and Predeſtinate, A 
Free Denizens of Heav'n, of the Immorral Scare. 


7. 
Guide us, O Saviour | guide thy Church below, 


Both Way, and Star, Compals, and Pilot Thorr: 
Do thou this frail and tc tr ring Veſſel ſteer 
Through Lite's tempeſtuous Occan here, 
Through all the roſling Waves of Fear, 
And dang rous Rocks of black Deſpair. 
Safc underThee we ſha!l ro the wiſh'd Haven move, 
And rcach the undiſcover'd Lands of Blil; above, 
Thus low (bchold ! ) to thy great Name we bow, 


And thus we cver wiik to grow : 


H 3 


116 * Paraphraſe upon the 
Conſtant, as Time does thy fix'd Laws obey, 
To Thee our Worſhip and our Thanks we pay : 
With chele we wake the chearful Light, 
Wirh theſe we Sleep, and Reſt invite ; 


' An&thus we ſpend our Breath, and thus we ſpend 


our Days, 
And never ceaſe to Sing, and never ceaſe toPraiſe. 
8, 


While thus each Breaſt, and Mouth, and 
Ear | 


Arc filled with thy Praiſc, and Love, and Fcar, 
Let never Sin get room, or entrance there : 


Vouchſafe, O Lord, through this and all our 
' days 


To guard us with Thy pow rtul Grace: 

Wichin our hearts Jer no uſurping Luſt be found, 
No rebel Paſſion tumul:r raiſc, 

To break thy Laws, or break our Peace, 


But ſet chy Warch of Angels on the Place, 


And keep the Temprer ſtill from that forbidden 
ground. 


Ever, 


' Hymn of $t. Ambroſe. © 117 
Ever, O Lord, to us thy mercies grant, 
Never, O Lord, let us thy mercies want, 

Ne're want Thy Favour, Bounty, Liberality, 
Bur let them cver on us be, 
Conſtant as our own Hope and Truſt on Thee : 
On Thee we all our Hope and Truſt repoſe; 
O never leave us to our Foes, 
Never, O Lord, deſert our Cauſe: 
Thus aided and upheld by Thee, 
We'll fear no Danger, Death, nor Miſery : 
Fearleis we thus will ſtand a falling world 
With cruſhing Ruins all about us hurl'd, 
And face wide gaping Hell, & all its lighted Pow'rs 


defie, 


118 
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eA Letter from the'Country to 4 Friend 
in Town, gtving an Account of the 
Author's Inclinations to Poetry. 


Written m July, 1678. 
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\ 5 to thar Poe? ( if fo great a one, as he, 
May ſuffer in compariſon with me ) 
When heretoſore in Scythian exile pent, 
| Ar To which hel ungrareful Rome was cnt. 
If a kind Paper from his Country came, 


And wore ſubſcrib'd fome known, and fairhfu] 
Name; 


Thar like a pow'rful Cordial, did infuſe 
New lite into- ts ſpeechlets gatping Mute, 
And trait his Genius, which before did ſeem 


Bound upin Ice, and trozen as the Clime, 


By ats arm force, ang iriendly influence thaw'd, 


Dulclv'd apace, and in ſoſt numbers flow'd : 


Such 


A LETTER 119 
Such welcome here, dear Sir, your Letter had ' 
With me ſhut up in cloſe conſtraintas bad : 

Not eager Lovers, held in long ſuſpence, 

With warmer Joy, and a more tender ſenſe 

Meet thoſe kind Lines, which all their wiſhes bleſs» 
And Sign, and Seal deliver'd Happineſs : z 
My grateful Thoughts ſo throng to get abroad, 
They over-runcach other in the crowd : 

To you with haſty flight they take their way, * 
And hardly for the dreſs of words will ſtay. 

'Yet pardon, if rhifS$aly fault 1 find, 

That while you praiſe too much, you are leſs kind : 
Conſider, Sir, 'tis ill and dang'rous thus | 
To over-lay a young and tender Muſe : 

Praiſe, the fine Diet, which we're apt to love, 

It given to-exeeſs, docs hurtful prove : 

Wherc it doesaweak, diſtemper'd Stomachs mee+ 
Fhar ſurfeits, which ſhould nouriſhment create: 
Your cich Perfumes ſuch fragrancy diſpenſe, 


Their ſweetneſs overcomes, and palls my ſenſe ; 


On 


nao A LETTER. 
On my weak head you heap ſo many Bays, 
I ſink beneath 'em, quite oppre(s'd with Praiſe, 
And arcſembling fate with him receive, 

Whoi in too kind a triumph found his Grave, 
Smother'd with Garlands,whichApplauders gave, 
To you theſe Praiſes juſtlicr all belong, 

By alienating which, your ſelf you wrong : 


Whom better can ſuch commendations fit 

Than you, who lo well reach and praftiſe Wir 2 

| Verſe, the great boaſt of drudging Fools, from ſome, 
&\ May molt of Scriblers with much ſtraining come : 

They void 'em dribling, and in painthey write, 

As it they had a Strangury of Wit : 

Your Pca uncall'd they readily obey, 

Aad (corn your lak ſhould flow (© faſt as they : 

Each ſtrain of yours ſocalic does appear, 

Fich ſuch a graceful negligence does wear, 

As5 ſhews you have none, and yet want no care. 

None of your ferious pains or time they colt, 

But what thrown by, you can afford for loſt : 


4 LETTER 
If ſuch the fruits of your looſe leiſure be, 
Your careleſs minutes yield fuck Poetry ; 


We gueſs what proofs your Genius would impart, 


Did it employ you, asit does divert : 

But happy you, more prudent, and more wile, 

Wirth better aims have fix'd your noble choice. 

Whils filly I all thriving Arts refuſe, 

And all my hopes, andall my vigour loſe, 

In ſervice on that worſt of Jilts, a Muſe, 

For gaigſul buſineſs court ignoble caſe, 

And in gay Trifles waft my ill-lpent days. 
Little I thought, my deareſt Friend, that you 

Would thus contribute to my Ruine too : 

O're-run with filthy Poetry, and Rhyme, 

The preſent reigning evil of the time, 

 Tack'd, and ( well Idid my {Vf aflure ) 

From your kind hand I ſhould receive a cure: 

When (lo! )inſtead of healing Remedies, 

Youcheriſh, and encourage the Diſcaſc : 

lahumane you help the Diſtoraper on, 

Which was before bur too inyeterate grown. 


_ 


w-. A\LETTER 
As a kind looker on, who int'reſt ſhares, 

Tho nor in's ſtake, yetin his hopes and ſears, 
Would fo his Friend a puſhing Gameſterdo, 
Recall his Elbow when he haſtes to throw; 


Sucha wiſe courſe you ſhould have took with me. 


Araſh and vent'ring fool in Poetry. 
Pgcts are Cullics, whom Rook Fame draws in, 
Agd wheadles with deluding hopes to win: 
Bur, when they hir, and moſt ſucceſsful are, 
They ſcarce come oft with a bare ſaving ſhare. 
Ofr ( I remember) did wiſe Friends diſſuade, 
And bid me quit the crifling barren Trade. 
Oft hayeI tried (Heav'n knows ) to morrtifie 
This vilc,and wicked luſt of Poetry : 
Bur ſtill unconquer'd it remains within, 
Fix'd as an Habit, or ſome darling Sin. 
In vain I better ſtudies there would ſow, 


Oiren I've tried, but none will thrive, or-grow : 


All my beſt thoughts, when I'd moſt ſerious be, / 
Are never tront its foul infe&tion free: 


Nay 


A LETTER. 125 
Nay (God forgiveme ) when I ſay my Prayers, 
I ſcarce can help polluting them with Verſe: 
That fabulous Wretch of old reyers'd I ſeem, ' { 'Y 
Who turn whate'red touch to Droſs and Rhyme, 
Ofcro divert the wild Caprice, I try 

If Sovereign Wikdom and Philoſophy 

Rightly applied, will give a remedy : 

Strait the great Stagyrite F rake in hand, Ori OC 4/1 
Scek Nature, and my Self to underſtand: 

Much I reflect on his vaſt Worth and Fame, 

And much my low, and groveling aims condemn, 

And quarrel, that my ill-pack'd Fate ſhould be 

This vain, this worthleſs thing call 'd Poetry : 

But when I find this wnregarded Toy oh 2. t * 
Could his important Thoughts, and Pains employ, \Y 
By reading therel am but more undone, 

And meet that danger, which I went to ſhun. 

Otr when ill Humour, Shagrin, Diſcontenr 

Give leiſure my wild Follies to reſent, 


I thusagainlt my ſelt my Paſiion vent. 
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+ Enough, mad chiming Sor, etiough for ſhame, 


«* Give o're, and all thy Quills to Tooth. picks 
Damn ; 


« Didſt ever thou the Altar rob, or worſe, 


, 4 Killthe Prieſt chere,and Maids receiving force ? 
'* Wharclſe could merit this ſo heavy Curſe? 


« The grcateſt Curſe, I can, I wiſh on him, 
« If there be any greater than to rhime ) 
« Who firſt did of the lewd invention think, 


« Firſt made ewo lines with ſounds reſembling 
clink, 


* And, ſwerving from the caſic paths of Proſe, 


*« Ferrers, and Chains did on free Senſe impeſe : 
*« Curſs'd roo be all the fools, who ſince haye wene 


« Miſled in ſteps of that ill Preſident : 


« Want be entail'd their lor : 
Wreaking my ſpighr on all the jingling Crew : 


and on I go; 


Scarce the beloved Cowley fcapes, tho I 


Might ſooner my own curſes fear, than he : 
And thus reſolv'd againſt che ſcribling vein, 


E deeply {year never to write again. 
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But when bad Company and Wine confpire 

To kindle, and renew the foolith Fire, 

Straitways relaps'd, I feel the raving fir 

Return, and ſtraitT all my Oaths forget: 

The Spirit, which I thought caſt out before, 

Enters again with ſtronger force, and power, 
Worſe than at firſt, and tyrannizes more, 

No ſober good advice will then prevail, 

Nor from the raging Frenzy merecal : 

Cool Reaſon's diftates me no more can move 
Than men in Drink, in Bedlam, or in Love : 
Deaf to all means which might moſt proper ſeem 
Towards my cure, I run ſtark mad in Rhime : 
Alad poor haunted wretch, whom nothing {cfs 
Than Prayers of the Church can diſpoſleſs. 

yometimes, after a tedious day half ſpent, 

When Fancy long has hunted on cold Scent, 
Tir'd in the dull, and fruitleſs chaſe of Thought, 
Dcſpairing I grow weary, and give our : 


Asadry Lecher pump'd ot all my ſtore, 


[ loath the thing, 'caulc 1 can do't no more t 


Bue 
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But, when Ionce begin to find again, 

Recruits of matter in my pregriant Brain, +/ , 

Again more cager I the haunt purſue, / wel *< 

And with freſh vigour the lov'd ſport renew : 

Tickled with ſome ſtrange pleaſure, which I find, 

And think a ſecreſie to all mankind, 

I pleaſe my ſelf with the vain, falſe delight, 

And count none happy, but the Fops that write. 
'Tis endlcſs, Sir, to tell che many ways; 

Wherein my poor deluded felt I pleaſe: 

How, when the Fancy lab'ring tor a Birth, 

With unſelr Throws brings its rude iſſue forth: 

How after, when imperſctt ſhapeleſs Thought 

Is by the Judgment into Faſhion wrought. 

When ar firſt (carch I craverle o're my mind, 

Nought but a dark, and empty Void I find : 

Some lirtlc hints at length, like ſparks,break thence, 

And glimm'ring Thoughts juſt dawning into ſenſe: 

Cofus'd a while the mixt Idca's lie, 


With nought of mark to be diſcoyer'd by, 
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Like colours undiſtinguiſh'd in the night, 

Till the duskimages, mov'd tothe light, 

Teach the diſcerning Faculty to chufe, 

Which it had beſt adopt, and which refuſe. 

Hererougher ſtrokes, touch'd with a careleſs daſh, 

Reſemble the firſt ſitting of a face: 

There finiſh'd draughts in form more full appear, 

And to their juſtneſs ask no further care. 

Mean while with inward joy I proud am grown, 

To ſcethe work ſucceſsfully go on : 

And prize my (elf in a creating power, ( fore- 

That could make ſomething, what was nought be-, 
Sometimes a ſtiff, unwieldy thought meer, _ 

Which tro my Laws will ſczrce be made ſubmir:.. 

Bur, when, after expence of pains and time, 

'Tis manag'd well, and taughtto yoke in Rhime, 

I triumph morc,than joyful Warriours wou'd, 

Had they ſome ſtout, and hardy Foe ſubdu'd ; 

And idly think, leſs goes to their Command, 


That makes arm'd Troops in well. placd order 
ſtand, 


I Than 
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Than to the condutt of my words, when they 
March in due ranks, are (ct in juſt array. 


Sometimes an Wings of Thought I ſeems on 
high, 


As men in ſlcep, though motionleſs they lic, 
Fledg'd by a Dream, believe they mouar and fly : 
So Witches ſome enchanred Wand beſtride, 

And think they through the airy Regions ride, 
Where Fancy is both Traveller, Way,and Guide : 
Then ſtrait 1 grow a ſtrange exalted thing, 


And cqual in conccit, at leaſt a King : 


As the poor Drunkard, when Wine ſtums his brains, 
Anointed with thar Liquor, thinks he reigns. 
Bewitch'd by rheic Deluſions 'tis | write, 

( The tricks ſome plcaſant Devil plays in ſpight ) 
And whenI'm in the treakith Trance, which I 

Fond filly Wretch, miſtake for Extaſic, 

I find all former Reſolutions vain, 


And thus recant them, and make new again. 


*« What was, Iraihly vow'd? thall cver [ 


** Quit my belovcd Miltris, Poetry : 


* Thou 


_— 
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& Thou ſweet bepuiler of my lonely hours, 


© Which thusglide unperceiv'd with filent courſe : 
&© Thou gentle Spell, which undiſturb'd dv'ſt keep 
« My Breaſt, and charm intruding care aſleep: 

« They fay, thou'rt poor, and unendow'd, wht 


tnNO 2 


&« For thee I this vain, worthleſs world forgo: 

« Let Wealth, and Honour be for FortunGs Slaves, 

*« The Alms of Fools, and Prize of crafty Knaves : 

& To me thou art, whate're th' ambitious crave, 

« And all that greedy Miſcrs want, or have : 

*« In Youth, or Age, in Travel, or at Home, 

« Here, or in Town, at London, or at Rome, 

** Rich, ora Begoar, free, or in the Fleet, 

* Whare're my Fate is, tis my Fatc ro Write. 
Thus I have made my ſhritted Muſe confe!s, 

Her ſecrer Feebleſs, and her Weakneſſes : A 

All her hid Faults ſhe ſers expos'd to view, 

And hopes a gentle Conteſlor in you + 


130 A LETTER. 
$he hopes an eaſe pardon for her fin, 
Since 'ris but whar ſhe is not wilful in, 


Nor yet has ſcandalousnor open been. 


Tryif your ghoſtly counſel can reclaim 
1h: heedleſs wanton from her guilt and ſhame : 
Ar lcaſt be not ungenerous to reproach 
\ Thar wretched frailty,which you've help'd debauch: 
'Tis now hugh time to end, for fear T grow 
More tedious than old Doaters, when they woo, 


Than travel Fops,when far fetch'd Hes they prate. 


Or flatr'ring Poets, when they dedicate 
Nodull forgivenels I preſume to crave. 

Nor vainly tor my tirzlom length ask leave 
Leſt I, as often tormal Coxcombs ute. 

Prolong that very fault, 1 would exculc 

May this the ſamc kind welcome find with you 


As yours did hcre, and ever ſhall; Adieu. 


l # 
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Upon 4 Pririter that expoſed him by 
Printing a Piece of his groſly 
mangled, and faulty. 


Ull, and unthinking ! hadſt thou none but me 
 FTo plague, and urge to thine own Infamy 2 
Had I ſome tame and ſneaking Author been, 
Whoſe Muſe to Love, and foſtneſs did incline; 
Some ſmall Adventurer in Song, that whines 
Chloris and Phyllis out in charming lines, 
Fit to divert mine Hoſteſs, and miſkead 
The heart of ſome poor tawdry Waiting Maid; 
Perhaps I might have then forgiven thee, 
And thou hadſt ſcap'd from my reſentmenrs free. 
But | whom ſpleen, and manly rage inſpire, 
Brook no affront, at each offence rake fire : 
Born to chaſtiſe the Vices of the Age, 
Which Pulpitsdare nor, nor the very Stage: 
Sworn to laſh Knavesof, all degrees, and (pare 
None of the kind, however great they are : 
Sat yr's my only Province, and delight, 
For whoſe dear fake alone I've vow'd ro write 
For this I ſeek oecafions, court Abule, 
To ſhew my Parts, and fignalvze my Mule: 
Fond of a Quarrel, as young Bullies are 
To make their Metele, and their Skili appear : 
And didſt chou think I would! a wrong acquir, 
[hat couch'd my ccader'ſt part. of Honour, Wit ? 
No. 


Tz 
No, Villain, may my Sins ne're pardon'd be 
By Heav'n it ſelt, if e'reI pardon thee. 

Members from breach of Privilege deter 
By threatning Tophamand a ct : 
Scrogg' and the of the Coit oppoſe, 

y toree ao Bilihwered __e Gn _—_ Laws: 
Strumpers of 5:4: wrohgs 
By the ſole noiſe, and toulneſs of their Tongues : 
And I go always arm'd tor my defence, 

To punith, and revenge an inſolence. | 
1 wear my Pen, as others do their Sword, | 
To cach aftronting Sor, I meet, the word | 
ry : Qrair - oO, | 
pointed Saryr runs him through and through. | 
Perhaps thou hop'dft that thy obfeuriry 
Should be thy fateguard, and ſecure thee free. | 
No, wretch, I mean from thenee ro fetch thee out, | 
Like ſentenc'd Felons, to be drag'd about : | 
Torn, mangled, and expos'd to feorn, and ſhame, 
I mean to hang, and Gibder up thy Name. | 
If thou to live inSaryr fo much thirſt, | 


Enjoy thy wiſh, and Fame, till envy burſt, 
Renown'd, as he, whom banill'd Ovid curit : 


Or he, whom old Arch: ( 
In Verſe, that he for ſhame, and madneſs hung : 
Deathleſs in infamy, do thou lo live, of ba 
And leemy Rage, like his, to Halrers drive. 
Thou thougheſt perhaps my Galt was ſpent and 
gone, 


My Venom drain, and Ia ſtinglefs Drone: 
Thou thoughtſt I had no Curſes left in lore ; | 
But tothy (orrow know, and find I've more, 


More 


\ " 


More, and more dreadful yet, able to ſcare, 
Like Hell, and Daggers nag Duipele 
Such thou ſhalt fecl, are ſtill reſerv'd by me, 
To vex and force thee to thy Deſtiny : 
Since thou haſt bray'd my vengeance thus; propare, 
And tremble from my Pen thy Doom to hear. 

a who with ſpurious Nonlſeale durſt pro- 

anc 

The genuine iſlye of a Poets Brain, 
May it thou hereafter never deal in Verſe, 
But what hoarſe Belk mea in their Walks rehearſe, 
Or Smithfield Audience ſung on Crickets hears: 
May'ft thou prigt #/——, or ſome duller Aſs, * 
Jordan, or Him, that wrote Dutch Hudibraſs: 
Or next vile Scribler of the Houſe, whoſe Play 
Will ſcarce for Candles, and their ſnuffing pay : q 
May you cach other Curſe ; thy ſelf undone, 
And he the laughing-ſtock of all the Town. 

May'ſt thou ne'reriſe to Hiſtory, bur what : 
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Poor Grubſtreet Peny Chroniclers relate, 

Memoirs of 7yburn, and the mournful State * 

Of Cur-purſesin Holborn Cavalcade, 

Till thou thy ſelf be the ſame ſubje&t made. 

Compell'd by want, may'ſt chau. Print Popery, 

For which be the Carts Arſe, and Billory, c 
"Turnips, and rotten Eggs thy deſtiny. 

Maul'd worſe than Reading, Chriſtian, or Cellier, 

Till thou daub'd o're with loathſom filch, appear 

Like Brat of ſome vile Drab in Privy tound, 

Which there has lain three months in Ordure 

drown'd. 
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The Plagueot Poets, Rags, and Poverty, 
Debes, Writs, Arreſts, and Serzeants light on thee : 
For others bound, may'ſt rhou to Durance go, 
Condemn'd to Scraps, and ing with a Shoo : 
And may'ſt thounever from the Jail get free, 
Till thou ſwear outthy felt by Perjury : 
Forlorn, abandon'd, pitileſs, and poor, 
As apawn'd Cully, ora mortgag'd Whore, 
May it thou an Halter want for . Redreſs, 
Forc'd toſtcal Hemp to end thy miſcrics, 
And damn thy ſelf to balk the Hangmans Fees. 
And may nofaucy Fool have betrer Fate 
o_ dares pull down the Vengeahce of my 
ate. 
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Advernſement. 


H E Author of the following Pieces 
muſt be exculed for their being hud. 
led out ſo confuſedly. They are Printed 
juſt as he hniſhed them oft, and ſome things 
there are which he deſigned not ever to'ex- 
poſe, but was fain to do it,to keep the Prels 
at work, when it was once ſera going, If 
it be their Fateto periſh, and go the way, of 
all mortal Rhimes, *tis no great matter in 
what method they have been placed, no 
more than whether Ode,Elegy, or Satyr have 
the honour of Wiping firſt. Bur if they, and 
what he has formerly made Publick, be (o 
happy asto live,and come forth in an Editi. 
P all cogether ; perhaps he may then-think 
- them worth the lorting in better Order, By 
that time belike he means to have ready a 
very Sparkiſh Dedication, it he can bur ger 
' himſelf known to ſome Great Min, thar 
will 


o 


Advertiſement. 
will give a good parcel of Guinnics for be- 
ing handſomly flatter'd. Then likewiſe the 
Reader ( tor his farther comfort ) may ex- 
pect to (ee him appear wich all the Pomp 
and Trappings of an Author ; his Head in 
| the Front very finely cur, rogether with 
the Year of his Age, Commendatory Ver- 
ſes in abundance, and all the Hands of the 
Poets of the Quorum to confirm his Book, 
and pals it for Authentick. This at preſenc 
is content ro come abroad naked, Undedica. 
red, and unprefaced, wichour one kind 
Word to ſhelter ic from Cenſure; and fo 
ler the Criticks take ic among(t them. 
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The POET brings himſelf in, as diſconrſing with a 
Dottor of the Univerſity upon the Subjett enſuing, 


LY 
F all the Creatures in the world that be, 


Beaſt, F.ih, or Fowl, that go,or ſwim, or fly 
Throughout the Globe from London to Japan, 
The arranr'ſt Fool in my opinion's Man. 

What? ( ſtraitI'm taken up) an Axt, a Fly, 
A tiny Mite, which we can hardly ſee 


B Without 
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Without a Perſpefive, a fily Af, 
Or freakiſh Ape 2 Dare you affirm, that theſe 
Have greater ſenſe than Man Ay, queſtionleſs, 
Dottor, I find you're ſhock'd ar this diſcourſe : 
Makis( youcry ) ord of thi aiverſe 
For him was this fair frame of Nature made, 
And all the Creatures for bis aſe, and aid : 
To him alone of «fi the Irving kind, 
Has bounteous Heav'n the reas ning, gift afign'd. 
True Sir, that Reaſon ever was his lot, 
But thencel argue Man the greater Sor. 

This idle talk, (ſay you ) and rambling ſtuff 
May paſs in Satyr, aud take well enowgh 
With Sceptick Fools, who are diſpos'd to jeer 
At ſerious things : Eut you muſt make't appear 
By ſolid proof. Believe me, Sir, Fll do't: 
Take you the Desk, and ler'sdifpure ir our. 
Then by your favour, tell me firſt of all, 
What 'tis, which you grave Doors Wiſdom call ? 


You 


Monfigan Boilcat, itvitares. 
You anſwer : '7is aneveuve/$ of Soul, | 
A fteddy temper, mbich no-cares contront, '» 
No paſſions ruffle, nor defires inflame, | 
$til conſtant ti its ſelf, and till the ſame, * 
. That does in all its flow Reſolves ddvante, 
With graver ſteps, than Benchers, when they dance, 
Moſt true ; yer is not this, I dare maintain, 
Leſs us'd by ariy, than the Fool, call'd Man, 
The wiſer Emmet, quoted juſt before, 
In Summer time ranges the Fallows o're 
|  Wirkpains,and labour, to lay in his ſtore: 
Bur when the bluſt'ring North with ruffling blaſts 
Saddens the yeat, and Nature overcaſts ; 
The prudent Inſet, hid in pfivacy, 
Enjoys thie fruits of his paſt induſtry. 
No Ant of ſenſe wase're ſo awkard cen, 
To drudg in Winter, loiter inthe Spring. 
But fillier man, in his miſtaken way, 
By Reaſon, his falſe guide, is led aftray : 
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Toſt by a thouſand guſts of wavering doube,” . 


His reſtleſs mind ftill rolls from” rhought - to 
thought : 


In cach reſolve unſteady, andunfixt, 

And when he one day loaths, deſires the next. 
Shall I, ſofam'd for many atuant jeſt 

On wiving, now go take a jilt at laſt ? 

Shall I turn Husband, and my ſtation chooſe, 

Amongſt the reverend Martyrs of the Nooſe 2 ' 

No, there are fools enough befides in Town, 

To furniſh work for Satyr , and Lampoon : 

Few months before cried the unthinking Sort, 

Who quickly aſter, hamper'd in the knot, 

Was quoted for an inſtance by the reſt, 

And bore his Fate, as tamely as the belt, 

And thought, that Hcav'n from ſome miraculous 


ſide, 
For him alone had drawn a faithful Bride. 
This is our image juſt: ſuch is that vain, 


Thar fooliſh, fickle, motly Creature, Man: 


Menfieur Boileau, emitated. 5 
More changing thana Weathercock, his Head , | 
Ne'r wakes. with the.ſame thoughts, he went to 


Ickſome to all beſide, and ill at caſe, 

He neither others, nor himſelf can pleale : 

Exch minute round his whirling humours run, 

Now he's a Trooper, and a Pricit anon, 

To day i in Buff, ro morrow in aGown. 
Yet, pleas 'd with idle whimſics of his brain, 


And putt ith, pride, this haughty thing W would 
ain © X 


Be thought himſelf the only ſtay, and prop, 
Thar holdsthe mighty frame of Nature up: 
The Skies and Stars his/propertics muſt ſcem, 
And tutn-ſpit Angelstread the Spheres for him : 
Of all the Crearures he's the Lord (he cries ) 
More abſolute, than'the French King of his. 
And who is there ( (ay you) that dares deny 

So own'd a truth > That-may' be, Sir, dol. 
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= But toomitrheceomrovetlic here,” '/_/ 
Wherher, if mer, the Paſetiger and Bear, 

T his or the other ſtands in greater fear, 

Or if anAtof Parliament ſhould paſs 

Tharall the 1-;/þ Wolves ſhould quir the place, 
They'd ſtrait obey the Statutes high command, 
And ata minutes warning rid the Land : "of 
This boaſted Monarch of the wa ga aws 
The Creatures here, and with his beck gives Laws z 
This titular King, who rlnes pretends to be 

The Lord of all, how many. Lords bas he ? 

The luſt of Money; and the luſt of, Power, 

With Love, and Hate, and twenty paſlons mare, 
Hold him rheir ſlave; and chain him vo ghe Oar. 

| Scarce has foft (Icep'in filengedlosd his cyes, 
7p! ( ſtrait ſays Avati@ ) "21s time to riſe, - | 


Nor yet : one migute longer-/©p / ( ſhe'aries ) 
Th' Exchange, and Shopsarc hardly open yer. 


No matter : Riſe ! But after all, for what ? * 


Monfſedr Boilcau, imitated. = 
D'ye ak t go, cut the Line, double the Cape, 
Traverſe from end toend the ſpacidus deep : 

Search both the Indies, Bantam, and Japan : 
Fetch Sugars from Batbadocs, Wines from Spain. 
What needs all this? I've wealth enough in ſtore, 

I thank the Fates, nor care for adding more. 

Ton cannot have too much, this point to gain, 

Tou muſt no Crime, no Perjary refrain, 

Hunger you muſt endure, Hardſhip, and Want, 
Amidſt full Barns keep an eternal Lent, 

And tho you've more than B—m has ſpent, 

Or C—n got, like ſtingy B—el ſave, 

And grudg your ſelf the charges of a Grave, 

And the ſmall Ranſom of a ſingle Groat, 

From Sword, or Halter to redeem your Throat. 

And pray, why all this ſparing # Don't you know 2 

Only tenricha ſpendthrift Heir, or ſo: 

Who ſhall, when you are timely dead, and gone, 

With hu gilt Coach, and Six amuſe the Town, 
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' Keep his gay brace of Punks, and vainly give \. Z 
Mere for a wight, than you to fine far Shrieve. . 4 
But you loſe time ! the Wind, and Veſſel waits, / 


i. 


Quick, let's aboard! Hey. for: the Downs, and 
Streights. | 


Or, if all-powerful dares fail of charms: | 
To tempt the wretch, and puſh him on to harms : 
With a ſtrong hand does fierce Ambition ſeize, 
And drag him forth from ſoft repoſe and caſe : 
Amidſt ten thouſand dangers ſpurs him on, 

With loſs of: Bloud and Limbs to hunt renown. 
Who for reward of many a wound and maim, 
Is paid with nought but wooden Legs, and Fame; 
And the poor comfort of a grinning Fate, 
To ſtand recorded in the next Gazctre. 

But hold ( crics one) your paltry gibing wit, 
Or learn benceforth to aim it more aright : 


If this be any ; "tis a glorious fault, 


" Which through all Ages has been ever thought 


The Hero's tirtue, and crief excellence : 


Menfiexr Paileay, imitared. 
Pray, what was Alexander in your ſenſe ? 

A Fool belike. Y es, faith, Sir, much the ſame : . | 
Acrack-brain'd Huff, that fer the world on flame ; = 
A Lunatick broke looſe, who in his fit 

Fell foul on all, invaded all, he met : | 
Who, Lord of the whole Globe, yet not conteng, | 
Lack'd clbow-room, and ſcent'd too cloſely pent. 
What madneſs was't, that, born to a fair Throne; 
Where he might rule with Juſtice, and Renown, . 
Like a wild Robber, he ſhould chooſe: to roam, 

A pitied wretch, with neither houſe, nor home, 
And hurling War,and Slaughter up and down, 
Thraugh the wide world make his. vaſt folly 


knowa ? 
> 


Happy for ten good reaſons had it been, 

If Macedon had had a Bedlam then : 

That there with Keepers under cloſe reſtraint 

He might have been from frantick miſchicf pent. _ 
But that we mayn't in long digreſſions now 

Diſcourſe all Rainolds, and the Paſſions through, = 


Ang 
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And ranging them in method Riff, andprave, 

Rhimeon by Chapter, and by Paragraph; = 
Ler'$quir thepreſent Topitk of diſpute, | 

For More and Cadworth eo enlarge about ; 

And take a view of 'man inhis beſt light, 
Wherein he ſeems to moſt advantape ſer, 

Tis he alone ('you'lfay ) "tis happy he, 

That's frani'd by Natare for Society : 

He only dwelli in Towns,ss ently ſeen 

With Manners and Civility to ſhine ; 

Does only Magiſtrates, and Rulers chooſe, 

And troe feenr'd by Government, and Laws. 
{Tis granted, Sir ; bur yet withour all tlicſe, 
Without your boaſted Laws, and Policies, 
Or fearof Judges, or of Juſtices; 

Who ever ſaw the Wolves, that he can ſay, 
Like more inhumane Us, ſo bent on prey, 
Torob their fellow Wolves upon the way 2 
Whoever faw Church and Fanatick Bear, 

Like favage Mankind one another tear # 


What 


What Tygere't6,aſpiving to be greac, 

In Plots and Faſtions did embroil the State # 

Or when was't heacd upon-the Zibian Plains, 

Where the ſtern Monarch of the Defert reagns, 

That Whig and Tory Lions in wild jars- 

Madly engag'd for choice of Shcievesand May'ts + 

The ficrceſt Crearures, we in Nature find, 

ReſpeR their figure fill in the ſame kind ; 

Toothers rough, tothete they gentle be, 

And live from Noife, from Feuds, from Attions free. 
No Eagle does upon his Peerage fac, 

And ftrive ſorhe meaner Eagle to undo : 

No Fox was &rc fuborn'd by ſpite, or hire, 

Againſt his brocher Fox his life co ſwears 

Nor any Hind, for Tmporence at Rue, 

Did e're the Stag into the Arches pur ; 

Where a grave Deaa the weighry Cafe might ſtate, 

What makes in Law @ carnal Job complete : 

They fear no dreadful Owo Warrawto Writ, 

To ſhake their ancient privilege andtighe x 
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No Courts of Saflions; or Aſlzzearethere, / | ;, 7; 
No Common-Pleai, Kings-Bench, oc Chascery-Bar "" 
But happicr they, by Natures Chatter free, _ 
:cure, and fate in'mutual peace agree, | 
And know noother Law, butEquity. 18:9) 
: TisMan, 'tis- Man alone, that worſt of Brutecs,.. 

Who firſt brought up the trade of cutting Throats; 
Did Honour firſt, that barbarous term, deyiſe, .. ;_'! 
Unknown to all the gentler Savages ; 

And, as 'rwere not cnough r'hayeictch'd from Hell, 
Powder, and Guns, withall the arcs to kill, | -// 
Farther to plague the World, hemuſt ingroſs /; |... 
Huge Coges, and bulky Pandedts of the Laws, 
With DoCtarsGloſles to petplex the Cauley | 
Where darken'g Equity js kept {nom light, 05306 
Under vaſt Reams of non-ſenſe þuricd quite. , . 
Gently, good Sir / (ery you) why all this rant ? 
Man has his freaks, and paſſions ; that we grant - 
He has his frailties, and blind fides ; who doubts ? 
But his leaſt Virtues balance all his Faxlts. 


Pray, 


Monfſear Boileav, imitated. r3 
Pray, was it not #bis bold, this thinking Man, - 4 
That meaſur'd Kean, and taught the Stars to ſcan, 


Whoſe boundlef wit; with ſoaring wings durſt fly, - 
Beyond the flaming borders of the sky ; 
Turn'd Nature ore, and with a piercing view 


Each cranny ſearch'd, and look'd her through and 
through : 


Which of the Brutes have Univerſities ? 
When was it heard, that they ere took Degrees, 
Or were Profeſſors of the Faculties ? 
By Law,or Phyfick were they ever known 
To merit Velvet, or a Scarlet Gown 2? 
No queſtionleſs ; nor did we ever read, 


Of Quacks wich them, that were Licentiates 
made, | 


By Patent to profeſs the poys'ning Trade: 

No Doctors in the Desk there hold diſpute 
Abour Black. pudding, while the wond'ring Rout 
Liſten to hear the knotry Truth made out : 

Nor Virtuoſo's teach deep myſteries 


Of Arts tor pumping Air, and ſmothering Flies, 


Bur 
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Burt not ro urge the matter farther now, 
Nor ſearch it tothe depth, what 'ristoknow, 
And whether we know any thing or no. 
Anſwer mc only this, What manis there 

In this vile thankleſs Age, wherein weare, 
Who docs by Senſcand Learning valuc bear? 
Would ſt thou get Honour, and a fair Eſtate, 
And have the looks and favours of the Great ? 
Cries an old Father to his blooming Son, 

T ake the right courſe, be rul'd by me,"tis done. 
Leave monldy Authors to the reading Fools, 
The poring crowds in Colleges and Schools : 


Flow much 45 threeſcore Nobles > Twenty pound. 


Well ſaid; my Sor, the Anſwer's moſt profound : 
Go, thou know [t all that's requiſite to know; 


What Wealth on thee, what Honours haſte to flow ! 


In theſe high Sciences thy ſelf employ, 
Inſtead of Plato, take thy Hodder, Boy. 
Learn there the art to audit an Account, 


To what the Kings Revenue does amount : 


Monfiear Boileau, imiteted. 
How much the Cuſtoms, and Exciſe bring in, 

And what the Managers each year purlein. 

Gep a Caſe-harden'd Conſcience, Iriſh proof, 
Which nought of pity, ſenſe, or (hame can move: 
Turn Algerine, Barbarian, Turk, or Jew, 

Unjuſt, inhumane, treacherous, baſe, untrue ; 

Ne'r ftick at wrong ; hang Widows fighs and tears, 
The cant of Prieſts to frighten Vſurers : 

Boggle at nothing to encreaſe thy Store, 

Nor Orphans ſpoils, nor plunder of the Pour : 
And ſcorning paltry rates of Honeſty, 

By ſurer methods raiſe thy Fortune high, 

Then ſhoals of Poets, Pedants, Orators, 
Doftors, Divines, Aſtrologers, and Lawyers, 
Anthors of every ſort, and every free, 

To thee their Works, and Labours ſball addreſs, 
With pompous Lines their Dedications fill, 
And learnedly in Greek and Latin te4 
Lies to thy face, that thou haſt deep infight, 
And art a mighty Judg of what they write. 
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Fe that is rich, is every thing, that is, 
Without one grain of Wiſdom he is wiſe, 
And knowing nought, knows all the Sciences : 
He's witty, gallant, virtuous, generous, ſtout, 
Well-born, well-bred, well-fhap'd, well-dreſt, what not 2 
Lov'd by the Great, and courted by the Fair, 
For none that ere had Riches, found deſpair : 
Gold to the loathſom'ſt obje@ gives a grace, 
And ſets it off, and makes ev'n Bovey pleaſe : 
But tatter d Poverty they all deſpiſe, + 
Love ſtands aloof, and from the Scare-crow flies. 

Thus a ſtanch Miſer to his hopeful Brat 
Chalks out the way that leads to an Eſtate; | 
Whoſe knowledg oft with utmoſt ſtretch of Brain 
No high'r than this vaſt ſecret can attain, 
Five and fonr's nine, take two,and ſeven remain 

Go, Dottor, after this, and rack your Brains, 
Uarave! Scripture with induſtrious pains: 
On multy Fathers waſte your fruitleſs hours, 


Corrett the Criticks, and Expoſitors : 


Monfieur Boileau, imitated. 17 
Our-vie great Stiling fleet in ſome vaſt Tome, 
And there confound both Belarmine and Rome ; 
Or glean the Rabies of theit learned ſtore; 
To find what Father Simon has paſt o're 
Then atthe laſt ſome bulky piece compile, 
There lay our all your time, and pains, and $kill 2 
And when 'tis done and finiſh'd for the Preſs, 
To ſome great name the mighty Work addreſs: 
Who for a full reward of all your toil, 
Shall pay you with a gracious nod or ſmile: 
Juſt recompence of life too vainly ſpent ! 
An empty 7havk you Sir, and Complement. 

Bur, it to higher Honours you pretend, 
Take the advice and counſel of a Friend ; 
Here quit the Desk, and throw your Scarlet by, 
Andro ſome gaintul courlc your ſelf apply. 
Go, praCtiſe with ſome Banker how to cheat, 


There's choice in Town, enquire in Lombard ſtreet. 
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Let Scot and Ockam wrangle as they pleaſe, 


And thus in ſhort with me conclude the caſe, 
A Dottor is no better than an Aſs. 

A Dodtor, Sir ? your ſelf: Pray have a care, 
This is to puſh your Raillery too far, 
But not to loſe the time in trifling thus, 
Beſide the point, come now more home and cloſe : 
That Man has Reaſon is beyond debate, 
Nor wi! your ſelf, I think, deny me that : 


And was not this fair Pilot gion to ſteer, 

His tott'ring Bark through Life's rough Ocean here? 
All chis I grant : Bur if in ſpite of ir 

The Wretch on every Rock he ſecs will ſplit, 

To what great purpoſe does his Reaſon ſerve, 

But to miſguide his courſe,and make him (werye ? 

Whart boots it ZZ. when it fays, Gzve ore 

Thy ſcribling itch, and play the fool no more. 

If her vain counſels, purpos'd to reclaim, 


Cnly avail ro harden him in ſhame 2 


> .« 


Monſieur Boileau, imitated. 19 
Lampoon'd, and hiſs'd, arid damn'd the thouſandrh 
time, 


Still he writes on, is obſtinate in Rhime: 
His Verſe, which he does every where recite, 
Put all his Neighbors, and his Friends to flight : 
Scar'd by the rhiming Ficnd, they haſt away, 
Nor will his vecy Groom be hir'd to ſtay. 

The Aſs, whom Nature Reaſon has deni'd, 
Content with InſtinCt tor his ſurer guide, 
Still follows that, and wiſclicrdoes. proceed : 
Hene'eraſpircs with his harſh braying Note, 
The Songſters of the Wood to challenge out : 


Nor like this awkard ſmattercr in Arts, 

Sets up himſelt for a vain Aſs of parts; | 
Of reaſon yoid, lie ſees, and gains his end, 

While Man, who does to that falſe light pretend, 

Wildly gropes on, and in broad day is blind. 

By whimſie led hedoes all things by chance, 


And aQs in each againſt all-cmmon ſenſe. 


With 


FR 
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With every thing pleas'd, and diſpleas'd at once, 
He knows not what he ſeeks, nor what he ſhuns : 
Unable to diſtinguiſh good, or bad, 
For nothing he is gay, for nothing fad : 
At random loves, and loaths, avoids, purſues, 
Enadts, repeals, makes, alters, docs, undocs- 

Did we, like him, c'er ſce the Dog, or Bear, 
Chimera's of their own deviſing fear ? 
Frame necdlefs doubts, and-for thoſe doubts forego 
The Joys which prompting Nature calls them ro? 
And with their Pleaſures awkardly art ſtrife, 
With ſcaring Fantoms pall the ſweets of Life ? 
Tell me, grave Sir, did ever Man ſec Beaſt 
So much below himſelf, and ſenſe debag'd, 
To worſhip Man with ſuperſtitious Fear, 
And fondly to his Idol Temples rear ? 
Washe c'cr ſeen with Pray'rs, and Sacrifice 
Approach to him, as Ruler of the Skies, 
To bog for Rain, or Sun-ſhine on his knees # 


No never: but athouſand rimes has Beaſt 

Seen Man, bencath the meaneſt Brute debas'd, 

Fall low to Wood, and Metal heretofore, 

And madly his own Workmanſhip adore : 

In Egypt oft has ſeen the Sot bow down, 

And reverence ſome dcified Baboon : 

Has often ſcen him on the Banks of Nz/e 

Say Pray'rs to the Almighty Crocodile ; 

And now each day in every ſtrect abroad 

Scos proſtrate Fools adore a breaden God. 
But why ( ſay you) theſe ſpiteful Inſtances 

Of Egypt, and its groſs Idolatries ? 

Of Rome, and hers as much ridiculous ? 

What are theſe lewd Buffooneries to us ? 

How gather you from ſuch wild proofs as theſe, 

That Man, a Dodtor is beneath an Afs ? 

An Aſs! that heavy, ſiupid, lumpiſh Beaſt, 

The Sport, and mocking-ftock of all the reſt ? 

Whom they all ſpurn, and whom trey all deſpiſe, 

Whoſe very name all Satyr does comprize ? 


C3 
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An Aſs, Sir? 996. ſhould make us 
' laugh? 

Naw he unjuſtly is our gerand ſcoft. 

Bur, if one day he ſhould occaſion find 

Upon onr Follies ro expreſs his mind ; 

If Heav'n, as once of 'old, go check proud Man, 

By miracle ſhould giye him Speech again; 

What would he ſay, d'yc think, could he ſpeak 


Our, 


Nay, Nur, berwixt us rwo, what would he not ? 


What would he lay, were he condemn'd to 
ſtand "FO 


For one long hourin Fleerſtreet, or the Strand, 
Tocaſt his cycs upon the morly throng, 

The two-lcg'd Herd,that daily paſs along ; 

Toſce their odd Diſguiſes, Furs, and Gowns, 

Their Caſſocks, Cloaks, Lawn-ſkceves, and Panta- 


loons 2 
What would he ſay to ſee a Velver Quack 
Walk with the priccof forty kill'd on's Back ; 


Or mounted on a Stage; and gapihg loud;* - * | 


Commend 'his Hance and Rarybarie' ts 'the 
Crowd b 


What would herhink., ona el Mayor's day, 
Should he the Pomp and Pageantry ſuryey 
Or view the Judges, and their ſolemn Train, 
March with grave decency to kill a Man? 
What would he think of us, ſhould he appear 
In Term amongſt the Crowds at Weſtminſter, 
And there the helliſh din, and Jargon hear, 


Where X, and his Pack with deep-mouth'd 
Notes \. 


Drown Billing a Wy Wi ics Oylter-Boars 2 
There ſee the Judges, Sergeants, Barriſters, 
Attorneys, Counlcllors, Solicitors, 

Cricrs, and Clerks, and all the @vage Crew 
Which wretched man at his own charge undo ? 
If after proſpett of all this, the Af 

Should find rhe voice he had in Eſop's days ; 


4 The Bighth $ ATT Race. 

Then, DoGtor, then, caſtiog his cyes around 

On human Fools, which eyery where abound. 
Content with Thiſtles, from all envy free, 
And ſhaking his grave head, no doubt he'd cry 
Good faith, Man is a Beaff 4s much as we. 
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ARGUMENT. 


The POET comforts a Friend, that is overmuch 
COncerne wan of the loſs 4. able Sum of Me- 
vey, of which. be bas lately been cheated by a per- 
; op te whom he intruſted &Þs ſame. This T does 

oninh the that _ comes to paſs in the world 
drum , and that wicked Mew 
( tory pls, 7 to eſcape its Puniſhment here ) 
Jet 


26s The thirtemb SATTR of 
yet abundantly in the torments of an evil 
.c « And by the Takes occaſion to 

the Degeneracy, and Villany of the” preſent 
Times. 


Here is not one.baſe AQ, which men, 


Bur carries this ill ſting along with if, 
That to the Author it creates regret: | 
And this is ſame Revengeat leaft, thas he 
Can ner acquit himſelf of Villany. 
Thoa Brib'd Judg and Jury fet him free. 
All people, Sir, abhor ( as 'ris bur juſt ) 
Your faithleſs Friend, wowately broke his Truſt, 


And curſe the treacherous Deed : Bur, thanks to 
Fate, 


That has nor bleſs'd you wich ſo ſmall Eſtate, 
But that with pawugace.you may bear the Crols, 
And necd nor fink under {o mcan a Loſs. 
Beſides your Caſs for leſs cogcern does call, 
Becauſe 'tis what docs wlualby'betall : 


F 


"YL "—_- ; "OIPN 
5OV BN AL; imitned. "_ 
Ten thouſand ſuchmight be alledy'd with eaſe; -- 


Out of the common ctbwd of Inſtances. 7 

Then ceaſe for ſhame, immederare regret; © » 111 
And don't yout Manhood, and yoit ſenſe forper s'\'T 
Tis womaniſh, and filly to lay torth 10M 


More coſt in Grief than a Misfortune's wotth,*i 
You ſcarce can bear a puny trifling ill, | 
It goes ſo deep; ptay Heay'n ! it does ner kill : 1161? 
And all this trouble, and this yainado, Aw. 
Becauſe a Friend ( torſooth ) has prov'd untrue! / 

Shame ©o' your Beard ! can this ſo much amaze #7 © 
Were you not botn itt good King Jemmy's days? Ay 


And are not you at [cngth yer wiſer grown, v/ 
When threeſcore Winters on your head have ſnownz 
Almighty Wiſdom gives in Holy Writ ” 


Wholſom Adviſeto all, that follow ir * 

And thoſe, that will not its grear Counſels heat, 
May learn from meer experienite how to bear 

( Wizhour vain ſtrugling ) Fortune's yoke, and how 
They ought her rudeſt ſhocks roundergo, 


There's 
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There's not a day fo ſolemn through the year, ; 


Not one red Letrer in the Calendar, 
Bur we of ſome new Crime difſcover'd hear. 
Thef, Murder, Treaſon, Perjury, what not ? 
by Cheating, Padding, Poiſoning gor. 
Noris it ſtrange ; fo few arc now the Good, 
Thar fewer fearce were left at Noo}'s Flood : 
Sheuld Sodow's Ange! here in Fire deſcend, 
Our Nation wants tcn Men to fave the Land, 
Face has referv'd us for the very Lecs 
Of Time, where 8! admits of nodegrees : 
An Age fo bad old Pects ne'r could frame, 
Ner find a Metal out to give't a name. 
This your Experience knows; andſyer for all 
On faith of God, and Man aloud you call, 
Louder than on Queen Bef's day the Rour 
Far Anticbedf bumninBge Bour: = 
Buc, rell me, Sir, rell me, grey-headed Boy, 
No you net know what Leeh'ry men enyoy 


TOY BNA L, itated. 
In ſtollen Goods ? For Gods ſake don't you ſee 


How they all laugh at your ſimplicity, 

When gravely you forewarn of Perjury ? 

Preach up a God, and Hell, vain empty names, 

Exploded now for idle thredbare ſhams, 

Devis'd by Prieſts, and by none elſe believ'd, 

E'er fince great Hobbs the World has undeceiv'd? 
This might have paſt with the plain ſimple Race 

Of our Forefathers in King Arthur's days : 

F're, mingling with corrupted forein Seed, 

We learn'd their Vice, and ſpoil'd our native Breed. 

E're yet blefs'd A/bion, high in ancient Fame, 

With her firſt Innocence reſign'd her Name. 

Fair dealing then, and downright Honeſty, 

And plighted Faith were good Security : 

No vaſt Ingroſsments for Eſtates were made, 


Nor Deeds, large as the Lands, which they con- 
veyd: 


To bind a Truſt there lack'd no tormal zies 
Of Paper, Wax, and Scals, and Wirneſſes, 
Nor ready Coin, bur ſtcrlmg Promnies : 


e/ 
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Each took the orher's word, and that would go 


For curranc then, and more than Oaths do now : 
None had recourſe to Chanc'ry for defence, 


Nor traps were yet let up tor Perjurers, 

Thaec carch men by the Heads, and whip off Ears. 

Then Knave,and Villam, things unheard of were, 

Scarce in a Century did one appear, 

And he more gaz'd at chan a Blazing-Star : 

If ayoung Stripling pur nor off his Har 

In high reſpect to every Beard he met, 

Thoa Lord's Sen, and Heir, 'rwas helda crime; 

Thar ſcarce deſerv'd irs Clergy in rhar cime : 

So venerable then was four years odds, 

And grey old teads were revercnc'd as Gods. 
Now it a Friend once in-an Age proveuſt, 

It he miraculouſly kcep his Truſt, 

And without force of Law dcliver all 


That's due, both Intereſt, and Principal ; 


Where you torego your Right with leſs Expence : 


Ji 


FUYENAL, imitated, ; 
Prodigious wonder! fic for Stow to tell, 4 — OY 
And ſtand recorded in the Chronicle ; zl 
A thing leſs memorable would require | 
As great a Monument as Londos Fire, 

A man of Faith and Uprightneſs s grown 

So ſtrange a Creature both in Court and Town, . F: 
That he with Elephants may well be ſhewn. 

A Monſter, more uncommon than a Whale 

At Bridge, the laſt great Comer, or the Hail, 


Than Thames his double Tide, or ſhould he run 


With Streams of Milk, or Bloud to Graveſend 
down. 


You're troubled that you've loſt five hundred 
pound 
By treacherous Fraud : another may be found, 
Has loſt a thouſand : and another yer, 
Double to that; perhaps his whole Eſtate. 
Little do folks the heav'nly Powers mind, 
If chey bur ſcape the knowledge of Mankind : 
Obſerve, with how demure, and grave a look 
The Raſcal lays his hand upon the Book : 


Then 
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Then with a praying Face, and lifted Eye 

Claps on his Lips, and Seals the Perjury : 

If you perſiſt his Innocence to doube, 

And bogglc in Belief ; hel ſtrair rapout 

Oaths by rhe volley, cachof which would make 
Pale Atheiſts ſtart, and trembling Bullics quake; 


And more than would a whole Ships Crew main- 
rain . 


To the Eaſt-Indies hence, and back again. 
As God ſhall pazdonme, Sir, 1 am free 
Of what you charge me with : let me ne'r ſee 
Hyu Face in Heaven elſe : may theſe hands rot, 
| Theſe eyes drop out ; if I'er had a Groat 
; of yours, or if they ever touch'd, or ſaw't. 
Thus hel run on ewo hours in lengrh, till he 
Spin our a curl? long as the Litany : 
Till Heav'n has ſcarce a Judgment letr in ſtore 
For him to wilh, deſerve, or ſuffer more. 

Theſe are, who diſavow all Providence, 
And think the world is only ſtcer'd by chance : 


Mak: 


© FONDA 5 abnind”. 
Make WE. \ 


A lazy Monarch lolling in his Throne « 
Who his Affairs does ncither mind, or know, 
And leaves them all at random here below: 
And ſuch as every ſooc themſelyes/will damn, - v/; |, 
And Oaths no more than common Breath eſteem 1 
No ſhame, nor loſs of Ears can frighten theſe, 
Were every Street a Groye of Pillories: 
Others there be, chat own a God, and feat 
His Vengeance te enſue, and yet forſwear : 
Thusto bimſclf, fays one, Let Heaven decree 
What Doom ſoe're, its pleaſure will, of me : 
Strike me with Blindneſs, Palſies, Leprofies, 
Plagae, Pox, Conſumption, all the Maladies 
Of both the $,  Spireles ; ſo T get my Prize, © 
And hold i fwe, Dll ſuffer theſe, and more; ; [8 #1 
All Plagues are light to that of being poor. 
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There's not a begging Cripple in the ſtreets 
(Unleſs he wit' his Limbs has loft his Wits, 
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And i grown fit far Bedlam) bat no doubr, - 


To have his Wealth would have. the Rich man's Gent, 
Grant Heavens Pengeance heavy be ; what tho? 
The heavieſt things mave ſlowlieſt ſtill we know-: 
And, if it puniſh all, that guilty be, 
"Twill be.an Age before it come. to me : 
God too 1s merciful, as well as juſt ; 
Therefore I'll rather his forggveneſs truſt, 
Than lroe deſpis'd, and poor,as thus I muſt: 
Tlltry, and. hope, he's more a Gentleman 
Than for ſachtrruial things as theſe, to damn. 
Beſides, for the ſame Fat we've often known 
One mount the Cart, another mount the Throne : 
And fouleſt Deeds, attended with ſucceſs, 
No longer are reputed wickedneſs, 
Diſguis'd with Virtues Livery,and Dreſs. 

With theſe weak Arguments they forrifie, 
And harden up themfelves in Villany: 


The Raſcal now dares call you to account, 


— 


And in what Court you pleaſe, joyn iſſue on't : 


JOUVENATL, imitated. Js 
Next Tertii hel bring the Action to berci'd, 


And twenty Wirnefles to ſwear on's fide : 
And, if that Juſtice to his Cauſe be found, 
Expetts a Verditt of five hundred pound. 

Thus he, who boldly dares the Guilt out-fice, 
For innocent ſhall with the Rabble paſs: 

While you, with Impudence, and ſham/run down, 
Are only thought the Knave by all the Town. 

Mean time,poor you at Heav'n exclaimand rail, 

Louder than'— at the Bar docs Bawl: 'e4{ 
Is there a Pow'r above? and does he hear 2? 
And can he tamely Thunderbolts ferbear ? 
To what vain end do we with Pray'rs adore ? 
And on our bended knees his aid implore 2 
Where is his Rule, if no reſpet be had, 

Of Innocence, or Guilt, of Good, or Bad? 
And who henceforth will any credit ſhow 

To what his lying Prieſts teach here below ? 
If this be Providence; for ought IT ſee, 
BleſSd Saint, Vaninus ! 7 /h+ll follow thee : 


Liitle's 
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Little's the edds twixt ſuch a God, and that, 


Which Atheiſt Lewis us 'd to wear in's Hat, 


Thus you blaſpheme, and rave: Bur pray, Sir, 
try 
What Comforts my weak Reaſon can apply, 


Who never yet read Platarch, hardly ſaw, 
And am but meanly vers'd in Seneca. 
In caſes dangerous and hare of cure 
We have recourſe to Scarborough, or Lower : 
Butif they don't ſodeſperate appear, 
We truſt to mcaner Dottors $kill, and care, 

If there were neverinthe world before 
So foul a deed; I'mdumb, nor one word more: 
A God's name thenlet both your fluces flow, 
And all th' extravagance of ſorrow ſhow ; 


And tear your Hair, and thump your mournful 
Brealt, 


As if your deareſt Firſt-born were deceas'd. 
'Tis grantcd that a greater Grief attends 


Departed Moneys than departed Friends : 


TJUVENAL, imitated. 
ne ever counterfcits uponthis ſcore, 
Nor need he do't: rhe:thought of being poor 


Will ſervealoneto make the eyes run o'ce, 


Loſt Maney's griev'd with true unfeigned Tears, 
More true, than Sorrrow of expeCting Heirs 
Ar their dcad Father's Funerals, tho here 
The Back,and Hands no pompous Mourning wear. 
Bur if the like Complaints be daily found 
At Weſtminſter, and in all Courts abound ; 
If Bonds, and Obligationscan't prevail, 
But men deny their very Hand and Scal, 
Sign'd with the Armsof the whole Pedigree 
Ot chcir dead Anceſtors to vouch the Lye, 
If Temple-Walks, and Smithfield neyer fail 
Of plying Rogues, thar fer rheir Souls ro ſale 
To the firſt Paſſenger, that bidsa price, 
And make rheir livelihood of Perjurics ; 
For God's ſake why are you lo dclicate, 
And think it hard to ſharc the common Fate 2 
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And why muſt you alone be Fav rite thought 
Of Heav'n, and we for Reprobates caſtour ? 

The wrong you bear, is hardly worth regard, 
Much lefs your juſt reſentment, if compar'd 


With grcatcr out-rages to others done, 

Which daily happen, and alarm the Town : 
Compare the Villains who-cut Throats for Bread, 
Or Houſcs fire, of late a gainful Trade, 

By which our Ciry was in Aſhes laid : 

Compare the ſacrilegious Burglary, 

From which no place can SanQtuary be, 

That rifles Churches of Communion-Plare, 
Which good King Edward's days did dedicate : 
Think, who durſt fteal S. A4/bax's Font of Braſs, 
That Chriſten'd half che Royal Scotiſb Race : 
Who ſtole the Chalices at Chicheſter, 

In which themſelves receiv'd the day before : 

Or that bold daring hand,of freſh Renown, 


Who, ſcorning common Booty, ſtole a Crown : 


& Com- 
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© fOFENAL, imitated. 
Compare toe, if you pleaſe, rhe horrid Plot, 
With all the Perjuries to-make ir our, 


29 


Or make it nothing, for theſe laſt three years; 
Add toit Thame's and Godfrey's Murderers : 
And iftheſeſeem bur Might, and trivial things, 


Add thoſe, that have, and would have murder'd 
Kings, 


And yet how little's this of Villany 
To what our Judggs oft in one day try ? 
This to convince you, do but travel down, 
When the next Circuit comes, with Pemberton, 
Orany of the Twelve, and chere but mind, 
How many Rogues there are of Humane kind, 
And let me hear you, when you're back again, 
Say, you are wrong'd, and, it you dare, complain. 
None wonder, who ia Eſſex Hundreds live, 
Or Sheppy Iſland, to have Agues rite : 
Nor would you think it much in Africa, 
If you great Lips, and ſhort flat Noſes ſaw: 
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Becauſe 'ris by Natureof cachplace;” ' > 
And therefore there for no ſtrange things they paſs. 
ln Lands, where Pigmiesare, to fee a Crane 
( As Kites Jo Chickens here) fweep up a Man, 

In Armour clad, with us would make a ſhow, 

And ſcrve tor entertain at Bertholmew-: 

Yer there it goes for no-great Prodigy, 

Whcre the whole Nation is but one foot high : 
Then why, fond Man, ſhould ygu ſo much admire, 
Since Knave 180f our Growth, and common here 2 


But muſt ſuch Perjuryeſcape( fay you ) 

And ſhall it ever thus unpuniſÞ dgo> = 
Grant, hc weredragg to Jail this very hour, 
To ſtarve, and ror ; ſuppoſe itin your Pow'r 
Torack, and torturehimall kind of ways, 
10 hang, or burn, or kill him; as you pleaſe; 

\md what would your Revenge it ſelf have more 2). 
Y et this, all this would not your Cath reſtore : 
Anu where would be the Comtort;where the Good, 


|: vou couid waih vour Hands in's reaking Bloud - 


But, 


\JUFBNAL, twhatd. = 


$@ the unthinking ſay, and themad Crew 

Of he@'ring Blades, who for ſlight eauſe, or none, 

At every turnare into Paſſion blown? 

Whom the leaſt Trifles with Revenge inſpire, 

And at each ſpark; like Gun-powder, take fire: 

Theſe unprovok'd kill the next Man they meet, 

For being ſoſawcy, asto walk rhe Srreer ; 

And at the ſurqnoris of exch tiny Drib, 

Cry, Damme ! 'Satifatton! diiw, arid Stab. ' -*/ 
Not fo of old; the mild good Soc# ates, | 

( Who ſhew'd how high withour the help of Grice 

Well-culrivated Narore mighe be wrought ) 

He a more noble way' of ſuff ring raight, 

And, thohe Guiltleſs drank the poiſonous Doſe, 

Ne'cr wiſh'd a drop to his accufirlg Foes. 

Not fo our great'good Mart yr'd King of late 

( Could wehis blefs'd Example mmirare ) 


- But, Oh, Revenge more ſweet this Life ! Tis true, 


» 
: 


Who, tho the great'ſt of mental ſufferers, - 
Yet kind to his rebellious Murderers, 
Forgave, and bleſs'd them with his dyiag Pray'rs. 
Thus, we by found Divinity, and Senſe 
May purge our minds, and weed all Errors thence: 
Theſe lead us into right, nor ſhall we need 
Other than them chrough Life ro be our Guide. 
Revenge is but a Frailty,incident 
To craz'd, and fickly minds, the poor Content 
Of little Souls, unable to ſurmount 
AnTInjury, too weak to bear Afﬀront: 
And this you may, infer, becauſe we find, 
"Tis moſt in.poor unthinking Woman-kind, 
Who wreak their feebleſpite on all they can, 
Andare more kin to Brute than brayer Man. 
But why-ſhould. you imagine, Sir, that thoſe 
Eſcape unpuniſh'd,. who {till feel the Throes 
And Pangs of arack'd Soul, and( which is worſe 
Than all the Pains, which can the Body curſe ) 
The ſecret gnawings of unſcen Remorle 2 


> 
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FTUYVEN AL, imitated, 
| | Believe, they ſutler greater Puniſhmene 
, | Than Rome's Inquifitor'scould ore invent: * 
Notall the Tortures, Racks, and: Crueltics, - 
Which ancient Perſccutors could deviſe, , 
Nor all, that Fox his Bloudy Records tell, 
Canmatch what Bradhaws, and Revilliacs fed; 
Whoin their Breaſts carry abour their Hell. 
Pve read this ſtory, but I know nor where, 
Whether in, Hackwe/, or Beard's Thearre : 
A certain Spartan, whom a Friend, like yoa, 
Fad trufted with a Hindred pound or two, 
Went to the Oracle to know if he 
With ſafety might the Sum in truſt deny: 
"Twas anſwer'd, No, tHat if hg durſt forſwear, 
Ne ſhould c'rc long for's knavery' pay denr : 
Hence Fear, not Honefly, made him refund ; 
Tet to his coft the Semtence true he found > 
Himſelf, his Children, all his Family, 
Ev'n the remoteſt of his whole Pedigree, 
Periſt'd ( as there'tis told-) in mifery. 
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Now to apply* if fuch be the fad end 
Of Perjury, tho but in Thoughe defign'd, 


Think, Sir, what Fare awaits your treach'rou 
Friend, 


Who has noc only thoughe, bur done to you 
All this, and more ; think, what he ſuffers now, 
And think, whatevery Villain ſuffers elſe, 

That dares, like him, be faichlefs, baſe, and fal(c. 

Pale Horror, ghaſtly Fear, and black Deſpair 

Purſue his ſteps, and dog him whereſoc're 

He goes, and.it from his loath'd ſelf he fly, 

To Herd, like wounded Deer, in eompany, 
Theſe ſtrait creepin and pale his mieth, and joy. 
The choiceſt Dainties, ev'n by Lamly dreſt, 
Afﬀeord no Reliſh to.his fickly Taſte, 

Infipid all, as Demecles his Fealt. 
Ev'n Winc, the greateſt Bleſſing of Mankind, 
The beſt ſupport af the dejeched mind, 

Applied to his dull ſpirits, warms no more 
Than to his Corps. could paſt Lite reſtore. 


Dark- 
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Darkneſs be fears, nor dares he truſt his Bed + - ' 
Without a Candle watching by his fide : 
And, if the wakeful Troubles of his Breaſt 
To his toſs'd Limbs allow one moments Reſt, 


Straitways the groans of Ghoſts, and hideous 
Screams 


Of tortur'd Spirits haunt his frighttul Dreams : 
Strait there return to his tormented mind 

His perjur'd A, his injur'd God, and Friend : 
Strait he imagines you before his Eyes, 

Ghaſtly of ſhape, prodigious of fize. 

With glaring Eyes, cleft Foot, and monſtrous Tail, 
And bigger than the Giants at Gni/d hall, 

Stalking with horrid ſtrides acroſs the Room, 
And guardsof Fiends todrag him to his Doom : 
Hereat he falls in dreadful Agonies, 


And dead cold Sweats his trembling Members 
ſeize : 


Then ſtarting wakes, and with a diſmal cry, 
Calls to his aid his frighted Family ; 
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There owns the Crime, and yows upon his knees 
The ſacred Pledge next morning to relcaſe. 


Theſe are the men, whom the leaſt Terrots 
daunt, 


Who atthe ſight of their own ſhadows faint 3 
Thelc, it it chance to Lighten, arcagaſt, 
Andquakefor fcar, leſt every Flaſh ſhould blaſt : 
Theſe ſwoon away at the firſt Thunder-clap, 

AS if 'twere not, what uſually docs hap, 

The caſual cracking of a Cloud, but ſcat 

By Angry Heaven for their Puniſhmeas : 

And, if unhurt they 'ſcape the Tempeſt now, 
Still dread the greater Vengeance to enſue: 
Theſc the leaſt Symptoms of a Fever fright, 
Water high-calour'd, wan of reſt at night, 

Ora diforder'd Pulſe ſtrait makes them ſhrink, 
And preſently for tear they're ready fink 

Into their Graves : their time (think they ) is come, 
And Heav'n in judgment now has ſent their Doom, 
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Nor dare they, though in whilpes,waſt a Prayet, 
Leſt it by chance; ſhouldreacah-th! Almighay's ear, _ 
, | And wake his ſleeping Vengeance, which before 
So long has their impistics forbore. 

Fhaſe are the thoughts which, guiky Wrerches 

haunt, 

Yet.cnter'd, they flill grow more impudent : 


After a Crime perhaps they now and then 
Feel pangs and ſtrugglingsof Remorſe within, 


Bur ſtraitreturn to their old courſe agen : 


They, who have once thrown Shame, and Conſci- 
ence by, 


Ne'cr after make a ſtop-in Villany : 

Hurried along, down the vaſt ſteeprhey go, 

And find, 'tis all a Precipice below. | 
Ev,n this perfidious Friend of yours, no doubt 

Will not with ſingle wickedneſs give out ; 

Have patience buta while, you'l ſhortly ſee 

His. hand held up at Bar for Felony : 
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 You'l ce the ſentenc'd wretch for Puniſhmeas . 
To Scilly Iſles, or theCaribbes ſent ; 

Or ( if I may his ſurer Fare diyine ) 

Hung like Boroskz, for a Gibber-Sign: *#« 

Then may youglut Revenge, and feaſt your Eyes 
With the dear object of his Miſeries : 

And then at length convinc'd, with joy you'l find 
That the juſt God is neither deaf, nor blind, 


49 


adi anm— we rr NG <= IE rene or ES EEE In ooo Aero noe_—a uo no oo — 
— > —— }_ an 


— —— —_— —_— © - 


= 


DAVIDS 


LAMENTATION: *' 


For the DEATH of 


SAUL and FONATHAN, 
PARAPHRAS'D. 


_—— - — CNS _— — ——— — 


Written in September, 1677. 


OD E. 
1 


H wretched /ſrae/'! onee a blefs'd, and hap- 
py Statc, 


The Darling of the Stars, and Heavens Care, 
Then a!l che bord'cing world thy Vaſſats were, 
And thou ar once their Envy and their Fear, 


How ſoon art thou ( alas !) by the ſad rurn of Fate 


F Become 
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S 


Cc 
» 


Become abandon'd and forlorn ? 


How art thou now become their Piry, andtheir 
ſcorn? 


Thy Luftrc all is vaniſh'd, allthy Glory fled, 
Thy Sun himſelf fer in a bloud red, 
Too ſure Prognoſtick ! which does ill portend 
Approaching Storms on thy unhappy Land, 


Leit naked, and defencelets now to cach invading 
Hand. 


A fatal Barrel, lately fought, 
Has all theſe Mis'ries, and Misfortunes brought, 
" Hasthy quick Ruine, and Deſtruftion wrought : 
There fell we by a mighry Overthrow 
A Prey to an cnragd, relentlels Foc, 
The toil and labour of their wearicd Cruelty, 
Till chey no more could kill, and we no lotger die : 


Vaſt ſlaughter all around th' enlarged Mountain 
ſwells, 


> And numcrous Dcaths increaſc its former Hills. 


o p * L 
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the Death of Sawl ani Jotrthan. Fo-- 
II. 


In Gath letnot the mournſul News be known, 
Nor publiſh'd in the ſtreets of Askalon ; 

May Fame it ſelf be quite ſtruck dumb! 
Oh may it never to Ph;l;{;a come, 

Nor any live to bear the curſed Tigings home | 
Leſt rhe proud Enemies new Trophies raiſe, 
And loudly triumph in ourfreſh*Diſgrace : 

No captive //rae/ite their pompous Joy adorn, 
Nor in ſad Bandage his loſt Country mourn : 
No Spoilsof ours be in rheir Temples hung, 

No Hymns to A/hdod's Idol ſung, 
Nor thankful Sacrifice on his glad Alrars burn, 


Kind Heav'n forbid ! leſt the baſe Heathen Slaves 
blafpheme 


Thy facred 2nd tnurrerableName, 


And aboverhine extol their Dagon's Fama. 
Leſt rhe vile F:ſ's Worſhip ſpread abroad, 


Who fell a proſtrate-Vitim once before our con- 
qu'riny God : 


Anl 
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And you, who the great Deeds of Kings and King- 


doms write, 
Whoallthcir Attions to ſucceeding Age tranſmit, 
Conccal the bluſhing Story, ah ! conceal 


Our Nations loſs, and our dread Monarch's 
fall : 


Conceal the Journal of this bloudy Day, 


When both by the ill Play of Fate were thrown 
away: 


Nor let our wretched Infamy, and Fortune's 
Crime 


Be ever mention'd in the Regiſters of future Time. 


al. 


For ever, Gi/50a, be curs'd thy hated Name, 

TH eternal Monument of our Diſgrace, and ſhame! 
For ever curls'd be that unhappy Scene, 
Where Slaughter, Bloud, and Deatlfdid lately 


reign ! 


No Clouds henceforth above thy barren rop ap- 
pcar. 


But what may make thee mourning wear : 


Let 


the Death of Saul avd Jonathan. 5 } 
- Let them ne're ſhake their dewy Fleeces there, 
But only once a year 


A 


On the ſad Anniverſe drop a remembxing Tear: \., 
No Flocks of Off rings on thy Hills be known, 
Which may þy Sacrifice our Guilt and thineattone 


No _ , nor any of the gentler kind hereafter 
ay 
On thee, but Bears, and Wolves, and Beaſts 
of prey, 
Or men more ſavage, wild, and fierce than they; 
A Deſart may'ſt thou prove, and lonely-waſt, 
Like that, our ſinful, ſtubborn Fathers paſt, 


Where they the Penance trod for all, they there 
tranſgreſs'd - 


Too dearly waſt thou drench'd with precious 
Bloud 


Of many a Jewiſh Worthy, ſpilt of late, 
Who ſuffer'd there by an ignoble Fate, 
And purchas'd foul Diſhonour at too higha rate : 


Great Saul's ran there amongſt th2 common 


Flood, 
His Reyal ſelf mize with the baſer Crow : 


* He 


” Divid; Lemeviation for | 
He,whom Heav'ns high and open fuffrage choſe, 
The Bulwark of out Nation to oppoſe 

The Pow'r and Malice of our Foes ; 
Ev'n He, on whom the Sacred Oyl was ſhed, 
Whoſe my ſtick drops enlarg'd his hallow'd Head, 


ie5 now ( oh Fare, impartial fhilt to Kings! ) 


Huddled,and undiſtinguiſh'd in the heap of meaner 
Things 


ry 


Lo! there the mighty Warriour hes, 
With all his Lawrels, all! hs Viitorics, 


To ravenous Fowls, or worſe, to his proud Foes, a 
Prrze : 
How chane & trom that creat Sax! | whoſe eonc 
rous Ard, 


Aconqu'ring Army to diſtreſſed Fabe/þ led, 
Ar whotc appro Ci Ammon's proud I yranr fled : 


How chanz'd trom that ercat Sax! / whom we 
faw bring 
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When 


the Death. of Saul av Jonathan. = Fo 
When unbid Pity made him Agag ſpare; 


Ah Pity | more Yan Cruelty found evilty there: W. | | 
Oit has he made theſe conquer'd Enemies bow, 
By whom himſelf lies conquet'd now : 
At Micmaſh his great Might they felt, and knew, 
Thie fame they felt at Dammiy too : 
Well I remember, when from Helah's Plain 
He came in triumph, met by a numerous Crowd, 


Who with glad ſhouts proclaim'd their Joy 
aloud ; 


A dance of beaurcousV irgins led the ſolemn Train, 


And fung, and prais'd the man that hal his thou 
fands ſlain. 


Seir, Monh, Zobah felt him, and where c'er 
He dic} brs glorious Srandarcs bear, 

Officious Vitt ry follow'd in the rere: 

Succeſs attended {ti} his brand i'd Sword, 


And, hke the Grave, the 2lurronous Blade de- 
vour' : h 


Slanghrer upon irs pornt in triumph fare, 
And fcatter'd Dearth, as quick, and wide as Fare. 


David; Laneatation for 
oy V. 

Nor leſs in high Repure, and Worth was his great 
Son, 


Ph, 


Sole Heir of all his Valour, and Renown, 
Heir roo ( if cruel Fate had ſuffer'd ) of his Throne : 


The matchleſs Jonathan 'rwas, whom loud. 
rongu'd Fame | 


Amongſt her chicteſt Heroes joys to name, 
E're ſince the wond'rous Deeds of Sexch done, 
Where he, himſelt an Hoſt, o'recame a War alone : 
The trembling Enemics fled, they cry'd to fly, 
Bur fix'd amazement ſtopr, and made them die. 
\a,”/ Great Archer he | ro whom our dreadful $kill the 
owe, 
Dreaded by all, who [7ae/s warlike Proweſs know; 
As many Shafts, as his full Quiver held, 
So many Fates he drew, fo many kill'd : 
\Þ / Quick} and unerring they, as darred Eye-beams, 


flew, 
AS it he gave 'em ſight, and ſwiftneſs too, 


Death rook her Aim trom his, and by't her Arrows 
threw. 


VI. Both 
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VI. 
Both excellent they were, both equally all'd 
On Nature, and on Valour's ſide : 
Great Saul, who ſcorn'd a Rival in Renown, 
Yet envied notthe Fame of's greater Son, 
By him endur'd to be ſurpaſs 'dalone : 
He gaflant Prince, did his whole Father ſhew, 
And faſt, as he could ſet, the well-writ Copies drew 
And bluſh'd, that Duty bid him not out-go: 
Together they did both the paths to Glory trace, 
Together hunted inthe noble Chace, 
Together finiſh'd their united Race : 
There only did they prove unfortunate, 
Never till then unbleſs'd by Fate, 
Yet there they ceas'd not to be great ; 


Fearleſs they met, and bray'd their threaten'd 
fall, 


And OT _ Heav'n revolted, Fortune durſt 
rebel. 


When publick ſafety, and their Countries care 


Requir'd their Aid, and call'd them to the toils of 
War; 


As Parent-Eaglcs, ſummon'd by their Infants cries 
Whom ſome rude hands would make a 


| Prrze, 
Haſte to Relief, and with their Wings out-fly their 
eyes; 
So ſwitt did they their ſpeedy ſuccour bear, 
So ſwitr the bold Aggreſlors ſeize, 
So ſwift attack, fo fwitt purluc the vanquifſh'd 
cnemics : 
The vanquiſh'd enemies with all che wings of 
Fear 
Mov'd not fo quick as they, 
Scarce could their fouls fly faſt enough 
away. 


Bolder than Lions, they thick Dangers mer, 


h Ficlds wich armcd Troops, and pointed 
velts ſer, 


Nothing could rame their Rage, or quench their 
Generous Heat : 


the Deavh of Saul and Jonahan.— os. 

Like thoſe, they march'd undaunted, and like 
thoſe, 

Secure of Wounds, and all that durſt oppoſe, 


So toReſiſters fierce, ſo gentle to their proſtrate 
Foes. 


VII. 


Mourn, wretched Iſrael, mourn thy Monatch's 
fall, | 


And all thy plenteous ſtock of ſorroyy call, 
T' attend his pompous Funerat : 
Mourn each, who in this loſs an int'reſt ſhares, 
Laviſh your Grief, exhauſt it all in Tears: 
You Hebrew Virgins too, 
Who once in lofty ſtrains did his glad Triumphs 
ling, 


Bring all your Artful Notes, and skilful Mcaſures 
now, 


Each charming air of Breath and ſtring, 
Bring all to grace the Obſequics of your dead 
King, 
And high, as then your Joy, let now your Sorrow 


flow. 
Saul, 


' + David's Lamentation for 
Saul, your great Saul is dead, 
Who you with Natures choiceſt Daimtics fed, 


<< 


Who you with Natures gayeſt Wardrobe clad, 
By whom you all her Pride, and all her Plcaſures 
had : 


For you the precious Worm his Bowels ſpun, 

For youthe Zyrian Fiſh did Purple run, 

For you the bleſsd Arabia's Spices grew, 

And Eaſtern Quarries harden'd Pearly dew ; 

The Sun himlſclt rurn'd Labourer for you : 

For you he hatch'd his golden Births alone, 
Wherewith you were array'ed, whereby you him 


out- 
All this and moxe you did ro Sau/'s great Condut 
owe, 


All chis you loſt in his unhappy overthrow. 
VIII. 


Oh Death! how vaſt anfHarveſt haſt chou reap'd 
of late ! 


Never before had{t thou fo grear, 


the Death of Saul and Jonathan. 6x 
Ne'er drunk'ſt before ſodeep of Jewiſh Bloud, 


Ne're ſince th* embattled Hoſts at Gibeah ſtood ; 
When three whole days took up the work of 


Fate, 


When a large Tribe enter'd at once thy Bill, 
Ane threeſcore thouſand Vittims to thy Fury fell 
Upon the fatal Mountains Head, 
Lo! how the mighty Chiets lie dead : 
There my beloved Jonathan was ſlain, 
The beſt of Princes, and the beſt of Men ; 


Cold Death hangs on his Cheeks like an untimely . 
Froſt 


On early Fruit, thereſits, and ſmiles a ſullen Boaſt, 
And yer looks pale at the great Captive, ſhe has 


ta cn. 
My Jonathan is dead! (oh dreadful'ſt word of Fame ! 
Oh grief ! that I can ſpeak't, and not become the 


ſame !) 


He's dead, and with him all our blooming Hopes 


arc gone, 
And many a wonder, which he muſt have done, 


And many a Conqueſt which he muſt have won. 


They're 


"$62 David's Lamextation for 
They're all to the dark Grave, and Silence fled 
And never now in ſtory ſhall be read, 

? And never now ſhall take their date, 


Snatch'd hence þy the preventing hand of enyious 
Fate. 


IX. 


Ah worthy Prince! would I for thee had dicd ! 
Ah, would T had thy fatal place ſupplicd ! 
I'd then repaid a Life, which to thy gift I owe, 
Repaid aCrown, which Ftiendſhip taught thee to 


forgo ; 
Both Debts, I nceer can cancel now : 
-Oh,dearer tharvmy Soul ! if I can call it mine, 
For ſure we had the ſame, 'rwas very thine, 
Dearer than Light, or Lite, or Fame, 


Or Crowns, ot any thing, that I can wiſh, -or think, 
Or name : 


Brother thou waſt, but waſt my Friend before, 


And that new Title then could add no more: 
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Mine more than Bloud, Alliance, Natures ſelf could 
make, 


Than1, or Fame it ſelf can ſpeak : 
Not young Mothers, when firſt Throes they 


tee 
To their young Babes in looks a Tofter Paſſion tell: 
Nor artleſs undiſſembling Maids exprels 
In their laſt dying ſighs ſuch Tenderneſs : 
Not thy fair Siſter, whom ſtrict Duty bids me wear |\ | + | wall 
Firſt in my Breſt, whom holy Vows-make ming, 
Tho all the Virtucs of a loyal Witc ſhe bare, 
Could boaſt an Union ſonear, 
Could boaſt aLoycſo firm, ſo laſting\lo Divine. 
So pure is that which we in Angels find 


To Mortals here, in Heay'n to their own kind: 


So pure, but not more great muſt chat bleMFriend- 
ſhip prove 


( Could, ah, could I to-that wiſh'd Place, and Thee 


remove ) 


Which ſhall for ever joyn our tniagle Souls above, 


64 David's Lamentation for 


X. 
Ah wretched 1ſrae/! ah unhappy ſtate! 
Expos'd to all che Bolts of anpry Fate! 
Expos'd to all thy Enemies revengeful hate ! 
| "Whois there left their fury to withſtand ? 


What Champions now to guard thy helpleſs 
Land? 


Who is there left in liſted Fields to head 
Thy valiant Youth, and lead them on to Vidtory ? 
Alas ! thy valiant Youtlrare dead, 
And all thy brave Commanders too: 
Lo! how the Glut, and Riot of the Grave they lis, 
And none ſurvive the fatal Overthrow, 


To right thcir injur'd Ghoſts upon the barbarous 
+, Foe! 


Reſt, ye blels'd ſhades, in everlaſting Peace, 
Who tcl your Country's blondy Sacrifice : 
For ever Sacred be your Mcmories, 


And may c're long ſome dread Avenger riſc 


To wipe of Heay'ns and your Diſgrace : 


May 
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May then theſe proud inſulting Foes 
Waſh off our ſtains of Honour with their Bloud, 


- May they ten thouſand fold repay our loſs. 
) Forevery Life a Myriad, every Drop a Floud: 


— I a. —— __— 


ODE 


Ariſtotle in Athenem, 


PARAPHRAS'D. 


I. 
Onour ! thou greateſt Bleſling in the gift of 
Heaven, 
Which only art to its chict Darlings given: 


Cheaply with Bloud and Dangers art thou 
ſought, 


Nor canſt at any rate be over-bought. 
Thou, ſhining Honour, are the nobleſt chaſe 
Ot all the brayer part of Humanc Race: 


The OD E, &c. 
Thou only art worth living for below, 
And only worth our dying too. J 
For thee, bright Goddeſs, for thy charming fake, 
Does Greece ſuch wond'rous Attions undertake; 
' For thee no Toils, nor Hardſhips ſhe forgoes, 


And Death amidſt ten thouſand ghaſtly Tecrrors 
WOocs. 


So powerfully doſt thou the mind inſpire, 
And kindleſt there ſo generous a fire, 
As makes thy zealous Vortaries 
All things, but Thee deſpiſe ; 

F Makes them thelove of Thee prefer 
Before th' enchantments of bewitching Gold, 
Before th' embraces of a Parent's arms, 
Before foſtcaſe, and Love's enticing Charms, 

Andall, that Men on Earth meſt valuable hold. 


Il, 


For Thee the Heay'n-born Hercules 
And Lede S faithful Twins, i in Birth no leſs, 


Ca) —_ 


F 2 


So many mighty Labours underwene, - - 


And by their God-like Deeds proclaim{d their high 


Deſcent. 
By thee they reach'd the bleſs'd Abode, ' 


The worthy Prize, for which in Glory's path they 
rtode. 


By thee great Ajax, and the greater Son 
Of Peleus were exalted to Renown : 
Envied by the Immortals did they go, 
' Laden with triumph to the ſhades below. 
For thee, and thy dear ſake 
Mu, Did EC ſorthy of Atarns lately ſtake 
His Life in Batrel to the chance of Fate, 
And bravely loſt, what he ſo boldly ſer : 
Yetloſt he not his glorious aim, 
Bur by ſhort Dcath purchas'd cternal Fame : 
The grateful Muſes ſhall embalm his Memory, 
And never lect iE£dic : 
They ſhall his great Exploits rehearſe, 
And conſecrate the Hero in immertal Verſe. 


upp—_—__* 
— 
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ODE. 
f 


Rear Thou ! whom 'cis a Crime almoſt ro 
dare to praiſe, | 


Whoſe firm eſtabliſh'd;and unſhaken Glories ſtand, \ { | 


And proudly their own Fame command, 
Above our pow'r toleſlen or to railc, 


And all, bur the few Heirs of thy brave Genius, 
and thy Bays 3 


| Hail mighty Founder of our Stage ! for ſo I'darg 
Entitle thee, nor any modern Cenſures fear, 


b a a F 3 
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Nor care what thy unjuſt DerraGtors fay ; 
They'lfay perhaps,that others did Materials bring, 
Thar others did the firſt Foundations lay, 
And glorious 'twas ( we grant ) but to begin, 
Bur thou alone couldſt finiſh the deſign," 
All the fair Model,and the Workmanſhip was thine: 
Some bold Advent'rers might haye been before, 
Who durſt the unknown world explore, 
By them it was ſurvey'd at diſtant view, 
And here and there a Cape, and Line they drew, 
Which only ſery'd as hints, and marks to thee, 
Who waſt reſerv'd to make the full Diſcovery : 
Art's Compaſs tothy painful ſearch we owe, 
Whereby thou wenr'ſt ſo tar, and we may after go, 
By that we may Wir's vaſt, and trackleſs Ocean try, 
Content no longer, as before, 
Dully to coaſt along the ſhore, 
But ſtecr a courſe more unconfin'd, and free, 


Beyond the narrow bounds that pent Antiquity, 


Il. Neves 


I. 
Nover till thee the Theater poſicſs'd 
A Prince with equal Pow'r, and Greatneſs bleſs'd, 
No Government, or Laws it had 
To ſtrengrthenand eſtabliſh it, 
Till thy great hand the Scepter ſway'd, 
But groan'd under a wretched Anarchy of Wit : 
Unform'd, and void was then its Pocſic, 
Only ſome pre-exiſting Matter we 
Perhaps could ſee, 
That might foretel what was to be ; 
A rude, and undigeſted Lump ir lay, 
Likethe old Chaos,c're the birth of Light, and Day, 
Till thy brave Genius like a new Creator came, 
And undertook the mighty Frame : 
No ſhuffled Aroms did the well-built work compoſe, 
It from no lucky hit of blund'ring Chance aroſc 
( As ſome of this great Fabrick idly dream ) 


F4 Buc 
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| And knowing Art its Graces pjye: 
No ſooner did thy Soul with aCtive Force and Fire 
The dull and heavy Maſs inſpire, 
Bur ſtrait throyghoutr it let us ſce 
Proportion, Order, Harmony, 
And every part did to the whole agree, 
Ang ſtrait appear'd a beauteous new-made world of 


Poetry. 


Ill. 
Let dull, and ignorant Pretenders Arr condemn 
( Thoſe only Foes to Art, and Art to them ) 
The meer Fanaticks, and Enthuſiaſts in Poetry 
 ( For Schiſmaticks in that, as in Religion be ) 
Who make'r all Revelation, Trance, and Dream, 
Let them deſpiſe her Laws, and think 
That Rulcs and Forms the Spirit ſtint : 


Thine was no mad, unruly Frenzy of the brain, 


Which juſtly might deſerve the Chain, 


'T was 


————_— 

"Twas brisk, and mettied, but a manag'd Rage, 

Sprighely as vigrous Youth, and cool as temp'rare 
Age: 


Free, like chy Will, it didall Force diſdain, 
But ſuffer'd Reaſon's lgoſe, andeaſie rein, 
By that it ſuffer'd to be led, 
Which did not curb Poetick liberty, but guide : 
Fancy, that wild and haggard Faculry, 
Untam'd in moſly and et at random fly, 


Was wiſely govern'd{and reclaim'd by thee, 
Reſtraint) and Diſcipline was made endure, 
And by thy calm} and milder Judgment brought to 


# lure; 
Yet when 'twas at ſome nobler Quarry ſent, 
With boldjand tow'ring wings it upward went, 
Not leſſen'd at the greateſt height, 


Not _ by the moſt giddy flights of dazling 
it, 


©pon the Work of Ben: Johnſon. 


IV. | 
Nature/ and Art together met, andyjoyn'd, 
Made up the CharaCter of thy grcat Mind. 
Thar like a bright and glorious Sphere, 
Appcar'd with numerous Stars embelliſh'd o're, 


And much of Light to thee, and much of Influcnce 
bore, 


This was the ſtrong Intelligence, whoſapow'r 
Turn'd it about, and did ch' unerring motions ſteer: 
Concurring both like vital Secdj and Heat, 
The noble Births they joyntly did beger, 
And hard 'twas to be thought, 


Which moſt of force ro the great Generation 
brought : 


So mingling Elements compoſe our Bodies frame, 
Fire, Water, Earth, and Air 
Alike their juſt Proportions ſhare, 
Each undiſtinguiſh'd ſtill remains the fame, 
Yet can't we ay thar cither's here, or there, 


Bur all, we know not how are ſcatter'd every where. 


V. Sober 
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| V. we 
Sober,and grave was ſtill theGarb thy Muſeput on, 
No tawdry careleſs ſlattern Dreſs, 
Nor ſtarch'd, and formal with AfﬀeCtedneſs, 


Nox the caſt Mode, and Faſhion of the Court, and 
Town ; 


Bur ncat , agrecabley and janty 'rwas, 
Well-firted, it fate cloſe in every place, 


\ 


And all became with an uncommon Airy and Grace: 
Rich, coſtly and ſubſtantial was the ſtuff, 

Not barely/ſmooth, nor yet too coarlly rough : 
No refuſe, ill-patch'd Shreds o'th' Schools, 
The motly wear of ready and lcarned Fools, 


No French Commodity which now ſo much does 
take, 


And our own better ManufaCture ſpoil, 


Nor was it ought of forein Soil ; 


But Staple all, and all of Engiih Growth and 
Make : 


Typon the Wars of Ben. Johnſon. 

What Flow'rs ſoc're of Art it had, were found 
- Norinſel'd ſlight Embroideries. 

| Bur all appear'd cither the native Ground, 


Or twiſted, wronght, and interwoven with the 
Piece. 


VI. 


Plaip Humour, ſhewn with her whole various 
Face, 


Not mask'd with any antick Dreſs, 
Nor ſcrew'd in forc'd, ridiculous Grimace 
( The gaping Rabbles dull delight, 
And more the Aftor's than the Poer's Wir ) 
Such did ſhe encer on thy Scage, 
And ſuch was repreſented to the wond'ring Age: 
Well waſt thouskill'd, and read in humane kind, 
In every wild fantaſtick Pafſiog of his mind, 
Did(t into all his hidden Inclinations dive, 
What each trom Nature does reccive, 
Or Age, or Sex, or Quality, or Country give ; 


Whacr 
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Whar Cuſtom roo, that mighty Sorcerels, 
Whoſe pow'rful Witchcraft does transform 

Enchanted Man to ſeveral monſtrous Images, 
Makes this an odd, and freakiſh Monky turn, 
And that agrave and ſolemn Aſs Appear, 

And all a thouſand beaſtly ſhapes of Folly wear: 
Whate're Caprice or Whimſie leads awry 
Perverted, and ſeduc'd Mortality, 

Oc does incline, and byals it 


F;>m what's Diſcreet, and Wile, and Right, and 
Good, and Fit ; 


All ia thy faithful Glaſs were fo expreſs'd, 

As if they were RefleQtions of thy Breaſt, 

As if they had been ſtamp'd on thy own mind, 
And thou the univerſal vaſt Idca of Mankind. 


VIE 


Never didſt thou with the ſame Diſh repeated cloy. 
Tho every Diſh, well cook'd by thee, 
Contain'd a plentiful Variety 
To all that could ſound reliſhing Palates be, 


78 pen the Werks of Ben. Johnſon. 
Each Regale with new Delicacics did invite, 
Courted the Taſte, and rais'd the Appetite : 

Whate're freſh dainty Fops in feafon were 

To garniſh, and ſer ourthy Bill of fare 

( Thoſe never found to fail throughout the year, Þ 5 
For ſeldom that ull-narur'd Planer rules, 

Thar plagues a Poet with a dearth of Fools) 

What thy ſtrift Obſervation ere furvey'd, 


From the fine, luſcious Spark of high, and courtly 
| Breed. 


Down to the dull, infipid Cir, 
Made thy pleas'd Audience entertainment fit, 
Serv'd up withall the graceful Peignances of Wir. 


VUL 


Moſt Plays are writ like Almanacks of late, 
And ſerve one only year, one only Stare ; 

Another makes them uſelcſs, {tale, and our of date 
Butthine were wilely calculaied fir 


For cach Meridian, every Clime of Wit, 
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For all ſucceeding time, and afrer-age, -  * 
And all Mankind might thy vaſt Audience fic, 
And the whole world be juſtly made thy Stage : 
Still they ſhall taking be, and ever new, 
, 8 Still kept in vogile in ſpite of all the damning Crew; 

Till the laſt Scene of this great Theatre, 

Clos'd, and ſhut down, 
The numerous Actors all retire, 
And the grand Play of humane Lite be done. 


IX, 
Beſhrew thoſe envious Tongues, who ſeck to blaſt 
thy Bays, | 
Who Spots in thy bright Fame would find, or 
raike, 
And ſay, it only ſhines with borrow'd Rays; 
Rich inthy ſelf, tro whoſe unbounded ſtore 
Exhauſted Nature could vouchſafe no more, 


Thou could'ſt alone the Empire of the Stage main- 


rain, 
Could'ſ all its aka and ms Port "I 
; 
Nor 


a - 


* 


lo wutbiWek 
Nor neededſt others Sublidies to pay, 


DAY ERIE or thy native Country 
y, 


To bear the charges of thy purchas'd Fame, 
| But thy own Stock could raiſe the ſame, 
; Thy fole Revenue all the vaſt Expence defray 3 
| Yer like ſomemighty Conquerour in Poetry, 
Deſign'd by Fate of choice to be 
Founder of its new univerſal Monarchy, 
Boldly thou didſt the learned World invade, 
Whilſt all arqund thy pow'rful Genius fway'd, 


Soon vanquilh'd Rome, and Greece were made 
ſubmit, 


Both were thy humble Tributaries made, 
And thou return'dſt in Triumph with their captive 
Wir. | 


% 
Unyuſt, and more ill-natur'd rhoſe, 
Thy ſpiteful, and malicious Foc*, 
Whoon thy happieſt Talene fix: 2 lye, 


And ——_— Slownels, which wi. are, and Indu- 
Y. 


Ler 


the Death of Saul and Jonathan. 1 
Let me( with Pride fo to be guilty thought ) 


Share all thy wiſh'd Reproach, and ſhare th 


ſhame, 
If Diligence be deem'd a fault, 

If to be faultleſs muſt deſerve their Blame : 

Judg of thy ſelf alone ( for none there were, 

Could be ſo juſt, or could be ſo ſevere ) 

Thou thy own Works did(t ſtriftly try 

By known and unconteſted Rules of Poetry, 

And gav'ſt thy Sentence ſtill impartially : 

Wirh rigour thou arraign'd(t each guilty Line, 


And ſpar'dſt no criminal Senſe, becauſe *rwas 
thine : 


Unbrib'd with Favour, Love, or Sclf-conceir, 
(For never, or too {cldom we, 
Objetts too near us, our own Blemiſhes can ſec ) 
Thou didſt no ſmall'ſt Dclinquencics acquit, 
Bur ſaw'ſt them to Correction all ſubmit, 


Jaw'{t execution done on all convitecd Crimcs of 


Wit. 
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Xl. 
Some curious Painter, taught by Art to darc 
( For they with Poers in that Title ſhare ) 
When he would undertake a plorious Frame 
Of laſting Worth, and fadeleſs as his Fame ; 
Long he contrives, and weighs the bold Deſign, 
Long holds his doubting hand erc he begin, 
And juſtly then proportions every ſtroke, and line, 
And oft he brings it toreview. 
And oft he does deface, and daſhes oft anew, 
And mixes Oils to make the flitting Colours dure, 


To keep 'em from the tarniſh of ipfurious Time 
ſecure ; 


Finiſh'd at length inall that Care, and Skill can do 
The matchleſs Picce is ſet to publick View, 

; And all ſurpriz'd about it wond'ring ſtand, 

_ And tho no name be found below, 

/ Yet ſtrait diſcernth' unimirable hand, 


And ſtrait they cry *tis 7:tian, or tis Angels: 


T. 
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So thy brave Soul, that ſcorn'd all cheap, and caſic 
Ways, 


And trod no common road to Praiſe, 
Oo with raſh, and ſpeedy Negligence pro- 


, 


( For who e're ſaw Perfe&tion grow in haſte? 
Or that ſoon done, which muſt for eyer laſt 2) 
Bur gently did advance with wary heed, 
And ſhew'd that maſtery is moſt in juſtneſs read : 
Nought ever iſſucd from thy teeming Breaſt, 
Bur what had gone full time, could wrice cxatly 


And ſtand the ſharpeſt Cenſure, and defie the ri- 
gid'lt Teſt, 


XII. 
"Twas thus th' Almighty Poet ( if we dare 
Our weak, and meaner Ats with his compare ) 
When he the Worlds fair Poem did of old deſign, 


That Work, which now muſt boaſt no longer dats 
than thine z 
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| Tho'rwas in him alike to will, and do, 


Tho the fame Word that ſpoke, could make it 
r00, 


Yet would he not ſuch quick, and haſty methods 
ule, 
Nor did an inſtant (which it might ) che great effet 
producc, 
Bur when th' All-wiſe himſelf in Conneil fate, 
Vouchſat'd to think and be deliberate, 


When Heaven conſider'd, and th' Ecernal Wir, and 
ſcnle, 


Sceem'd to take time, and care, and pains, 
It ihew'd that ſome ancommon Birth, 
That ſomething worthy of aGod was coming forth ; 


Noughrt uncorre& there was, nought faulry 
there, 


No pomt amils did in the large voluminous Piece 
"H PCr, 


And waca the giorious Auchor ail ſurvey'd, 
Survey U Whate're ws mighty Labours made, 
Wei.-picas'd he was to find 


A!! anſwer the orcat Mocel, and [ea of his Mind 


Pleas 4 
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Pleas'd at himſelf He in high wonder ſtood, 


And much his Power, and much his Wiſdom did * 
applaud, ; 


Toſce how all was perfect, all tranſcendent Good, 


XIII. 

Let meaner ſpirits ſtoop to low precarious Fame, 
Content on groſs and coarſe Applauleto live, 
And what the dull, and ſcnſleſs Rabble give, 
Thou didſt it ſtill with noble ſcorn contemn, 
Nor would'ſt that wretched Alms reccive, 


The poor ſubſiſtence of ſome bankrupt, ſordid 


name: 
Thine was nocmpty Vapour,rais'd beneath, 
And form'd of common Breath, 
The falſe, and fooliſh Fire, that's whisk'd about 


By popular Air, and glares a while, and then goes 
Out; 


But'rwas a ſolid, whole, and perf. Globe of liphr, 


Thar ſhone all over, was all ovcr brizhr, 


And dar'd all ſullyiny Clouds, and fear'd no dark- 
ning night ; 


(; } Like 


86 ZJpon the Works of Ben. Johnſon, 
Like the gay Monarch of the Stars and Sky, 
Who whereſoc're he does diſplay 
His ſovercign Luſtre, and majeſtick Ray, 
Strait allthe leſs, and petty Glories nigh 
Vaniſh, and ſhrink away. 


O'rcwhelm'd, and ſwallow'd by the greater blaze 
of Day; 


With ſuch a ſtrong,an awtuland victorious Beam 
Appcar'd, and ever ſhall appear, thy Fame, 


View'd, and ador'd by /all th' undoubted Race of 
Wir, 


Who only can endure to look on it. 
The reſt o'recome with roo much light, 


With roo much brightneſs dazled, or extinguiſh'd 
quite : 


Reſtleſs, and uncontroul'd it now ſhall paſs 
As wide a courſe about the World as he, 
And when his long-repeated Travels ceaſe 
Begin a new, and yaſter Race, 
And ſtill tread round the endleſs Circle of Erernity. 
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A Dialogue berwixt the Poet and Lydia. 
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Donec Gratus eram tibi, &c. 


I. 


Hile you for me alone had 
Charms, 


Flor. 


And none more welcome fill'd your Arms, 
Proud with content, I ſlighted Crowns, 
And piticd Monarchs on their Thrones. 


ninth O D E of 


II. 
Lyd. While you thought Lydza only fair, 

And loy'd no other Nymph but her, 

1 ydia was happier in your Love, } 


Than the bleſs'd Virgins are above. 


Il. 
Mor. Now Chloes charming Voice, and Art 
Have gain'd theconqueſt of my Heart: 
For whom, ye Fates, I'd with rodie, 


If mine the Nymphs dear Life might buy. 


IV. 
Lyd. Thyrf:s by me has done the ſame, 
The Youth burns me with mutual Flame - 
For whom a double Death I'd bear ; 
Would Fate my deareſt 7hyrfis ſpare. 


the third Book of Horace. _ 


V. 
Hor. Burt ſay, fair Nymph, if I once more 
Become your Captive as before ? 
Say, I throw off my Chices chain, 
And take you to my Breaſt again? 


VI. 
Lyd. Why then, tho he more bright appear, 
More conſtant than a fixed Star ; 
Tho you than Wind more fickle be, 
Androugher than the ſtormy Sea. 
By Heav'n, and all its Pow'rs I yow 
I'd gladly live, and dic with you. 


—_—_— 


— 


——— 
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UPON A 


LADY, 


Ibo by overturning of a Coach, had 
her Coats behi up, and what 
was under ſhewn to the View of the | 


Company. 


——_— — ——— 


I— 


tvs — C— — —— ——— 


Out of Poiture. |: 


Pri 'tis own'd, Iam your Slaye, 
This happy moment dates your Reign ; 


No forceof Humanc Pow'r can fave 


My captive Heart, that wears your chain : 


Oo « LA DT, &e. 
But when my Conqueſt you deſign'd ; 
Pardon, bright Nymph, if I declare, 

It was unjuſt, and too ſevere, 
Thus to attack me from behind. 


I. 
Againſt the Charms,your Eyes impart, 
With cate | had fecur'd my Heart ; 
On all the wonders of your Face 
Could ſafely, and unwounded gaze: 
But now entirely toemhral 
My Breaſt, you have expog'd to view 
Another more reſiſtleſs Foe, 
From which I had no guard at all. 


HI. 
Ar firſt aſſault conſtrain'dto yield, 
My vanquiſh'd Heart reſign'd the Field, 
My Freedom tothe Conquerour 
Became a prey that very hour : 


92 pon 4 LA DT, Gee, 
Theſubtle Traitor, who unſpied Mu: 4190 
Had lurk'd till now in cloſe diſguiſe, | | 
Lay all his life in ambuſh hid 
Arlaſt to kill meby ſurprize. 


IV. 
A ſudden Heat my Breaſt inſpir'd, 
The piercing Flame, like Lighr'ning, ſent 


From that new dawning Firmament 


Through every Vein my Spirits fir'd ; 


My Heart, before averſe to Love, 


No longer could a Rebel prove; 
When on the Graſs you did diſplay 
Your radiant BUM to my ſurvey, 
And ſham'd the Luſtre of the Day. 


V. 
The Sun in Heav'n, abaſh'd to ſec 
A thing more gay, more bright than He, 


Struck with diſgrace, as well he might, 
Thought to drive back the Steeds of Light: 


His 


pon a L 4 DT, &. 93 
His Beams he new thought uſeleſs grown, | 
Thar better were by yours ſupplied, 
But having once ſeen your Back-ſide, 
For ſhame he durſt not ſhew his own. 


VI. 

Forſaking every Wood, and Grove, 

The Sylvans raviſh'd at the fight, 

In preſſing Crowds about you ſtrove, 
- Gazing, and loſtin wonder quite: |, 

Fond Zephyr ſeeing your rich ſtore 

Of Beauty, undeſcricd before, 

Enamour'd of each lovely Grace, 


Before his own dear- Flora's face, ” 


Could not forbear to kiſs the place. 


VII, 
The beautcous Queen of Flow'rs, the Roſe, 
In bluſhes did her ſhame diſcloſe : 
Pale Lillies droop'd, arid hung thcir heads, 


And {hrunk for fear into their Beds : 


Upon 4 LADT, Gee. 


84 | 
The amorous Narciſſus too, 


Reclaim'd of fond felf-love by you, 

His former vain deſire caſhier'd, 

And your fair Breech alone admir'd. 
Vu 


When this bright Objett greets our ſight, 
All others loſe their Luſtre quite : 


Your Eyes that ſhoot ſuch peinted Rays, 


And all the Beauties of your Race, 
Like dwindling Stars, that fly away 
Ar the approach of brighter Day, 
No more regard, or value bear, 

Bur when its Glories diſappear. 


IX. 
Of ſome ill Qualities they tell, 
Which juſtly give me cauſe to fear ; 
, Bur that, which moſt begers deſpair, 
It has no ſenſe of Love at all: 


Open a LA DT, &e. © 
More hard than Adamant it is, 
They ſay, thatno Impreſſion takes, 
It has no Ears, nor any Eyes, 


And rarely, very rarely ſpeaks. 


X. 
Yet I muſt love't, and own my Flame, 
Which to the world I thus rehearſe, 
Throughout the ſpacious coaſts of Fame 
To ſtand recorded in my Verle : 
No other ſubjeQ, or deſign 
Henceforth ſhall be my Muſes Theme, 
But with juſt Praiſes to proclaim 
The faireſt ARSE, that e're was ſeen. 


XI. 
In pity gentle Phils hide 
The dazling Beams of your Back-ſide; 
For ſhould they ſhine unclouded long, 
All humane kind would be undone. 


96 Z/pon a L A DT, &c. 
Not the bright Goddeſſes on high, 
Thar reign above the ſtarry Sky, 
Should they turn up to open view 
All their immortal Tails, can ſhew 


An Arſe-h— fo divine as you. 


_, 


— 


# 
oy . 
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= 
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or 


— 


CATULLUS) 
EPIGR VIL'! | 


Queris quot mibi bafiationes, tc. 

AY, Lesbia, never ask me this, 
N How many Kiſſes will ſuffice 
Faith, 'ris aqueſtion hard torell, 
Exceeding hard ; for you as well 
Ma\ag# Ghar ſums of Gold ſuffice l | 
The greedy Miſcr's boundleſs Wiſh: 
Think what drops the Occan ſtore, * 
Wirh all the Sands, that make its Shore: 
Think what Spangles deck the Skies, 
When Heaven looks withall irs Eyes : 


H 


ods DO - T__— Fu —_ Y 
$9 Carullus Fpigram 7. 
Or think how TE 


= no we Spy cahjpuch | 7 


To what vaſt height the Scores ariſe ; 
Till weak Ariclnherick grow cart] | 
And numbers for the reck'ning want: 
All theſe will hardly be enough 

For me ſtark ſtaring mad with Love.. 


- 


ELEGIES 


OUT OF 


OV IDS Amauns, 


IMIT ATED: 


— 


Book IE. Errar IV. 


Cee ry — OIL —_——  — —  —— — > _ —— 


That he loves Women of all forts and ſizes, 


Non ego mendaſos qufim defendere mores, &c. 
Or I, I nevervaialy durlt pecrend 


N My Follics, and my Frailtics to defend : 
I own my Faults, if it avail ro own, 


While likea graceleſs Wretch I ſtill goon: 
210 H 2 I hate 


100 E L EGIE S. 

I hate my (elf, but yet in ſpire of Fate 

Am fain to be that loathed thing I hate : 

In vain I would ſhake off this load of Love, 


Too hard to bear, yet hasder to remove : 


I want the ſtrength my fierce Deſires to ſiem, 

Hurricd away by the imperuous ſtream. 

'Tis not one Face alone ſubdues my Hearr, 

Bur each wears Charms, and every Eye a Dart : 

And whereloc'reI caſt my Looks abroad, 

[n every place I find Temptations ſtrow'd, 

The modeſt kills me with her down-caſt Eyes, 
- And Love his ambuſhlaysinthat diſguiſe. 

The Brisk allures me with her gaity, 

And ſhews how Attive ſhe in Bed will be: 

If Coy, like cloyſter'd Virgins, ſhe appears, 

She bur diſſembles, what ſhe moſt deſires : 

If the be vers'g in Arts, and deeply read, 

I long to get a Learned Maidenhead : 

Ot if Untaugbr; and lgnoraart ſhe be, 


She takes me then with her ſimplicity : 


ELEGIES. "or 
One likes my Verſes, and commends cach Ling, -- 
And ſwears that Cowley's are but dull ro mine: 
Her in mere Gratitude I muſt approve, T7 
For who, but would his kind Applauder love 2 
Another damas my Poetry, and me, 

And plays the Critick moſt judiciouſly: 

And ſhe toofires my Hearr, and ſhe teo charms, 


And I'm agog to have her in my arms. 

One with her ſoft and wanton Trip docs pleaſe, 
And prints in every ſtep, ſhe ſets, a Grace : 
Another walks with {tiff ungainly tread; 

But ſhe may learn more pliantneſs abed, 

This ſweetly fings ; her Voice docs Love inſpire, 
Andevery Breath kindles, and blows the fire : 
Who can forb-ar to kifs thoſe Lips, whoſe ſound 
The raviſh'd'Ears does with ſuch ſoftneſs wound 2 
That ſweetly plays :and-while her Fingers move, 


While o'ce the bounding Strings their rouches\ 
rove, 


My Heart leaps OO, and every Pulle beats Love: 


H 3 Whar 


"ws FIES-» 5-15 
What Reaf6n is ſopow'riul ts withſtand * 


The Magick force of that reſiftieſs Hand * 
Another Dances to a Mirade, * © 


And 'moves her numerous Limbs wake crc 
Skill : 


And ſhe, or elſe the Devil Sin pee anc 

A touch of hex would bed-rid Hermits;warm. 

If ra!l ; I gueſs what plentcous Game ſhe'l yield, 
Where Pleaſure ranges-o're {o wide a Ficld; 

If low ; ſhe's pretty: both alike invite, FD 
The Dwarf, and Giant bath\my wiſhes fir, 
Undreſs'd ; I chink how killing ſhe'd appear, 


If arm'd with all Advantages ſhe were : 
Richlyartir'd; ſhe'sthe gay Bait of Love, . 

And knows with Art to ſet her Beayrties off, 

I like the Fair, I like the Red-hair'd ,one; 7,.,.. .'-5- 
Andl can find attraftions, in the Brown >... 1) .. - 
It curling Jetadorn herſnowy.Neck, :, ...', |, |} 
The beauteous Leda is reported Black : © * 


i 


ELEGIEsS "a 


If curling Gold ; Azrora's painted ſo: 
All ſorts of Hiſtories my Lovedoes know.-- 
I likethe Young witliall her blooming Charms, 


And Age it ſelf is welcome to my Arms: 4 


_ - . —— DO - ”"'"_— 


- 


There uncropt Beauty in irs flow'r aſſails, 
Experievitt hers abd#{pet rtf provaink.” 
la fine, whatever of tre Sera fo 
To ſtock this. {pecious and:well-furnifh'd Town ; 
Whatever any ſingle mangan ind,j, 5 ; 41 a \ 
Agrecable of all the pum'rous kind.:: 


Aral alike my haggard Lovedoes dy ®) 
And each i is Game, and, each a Sa acl 
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To his Miſtris that jilced him. 


ED 


Nullus amor tanti eft : abeas pharetrate Cupido,&c. 


AY thenthe Devil cake all Love if I 
SO gfe for its damn'd fake muſt wiſh to die: 
What can I wiſh for bur to die, when you., 

Dear faithleſs Thing, I find, could prove untrue 2 
Why am Icurs'd with Life? why am I fain 

For thee, falſe Jilt, to bear eternal Pain 2 

"Tis not thy Letters, which thy Crimes reveal, 
NorſecrerPreſents, whichthy Falſhood tell: 
Would God ! my juſt ſuſpicions wanted cauſe, 
Thar they might prove leſs fatal to my eaſe: 
Would God ! leſs colour for thy guilt there were, 
But that ( alas!) roo much of proof docs bear : 


Bleſs'd 


EDBECIEs 
Blefs'd he, who what he loves can juſtific, 
To whom his Miſtris canthe Fa& deny, 
And botdly give his Jealouſicthe1ye, 
Cruel the Man, and uncompaſſjonate, 
And too indulgent to his own Regret, 
Who ſeeks to have her guilt too manifeſt, 
And with the murd'ring ſecret ſtabs his Reſt. 
I aw, when little youſuſpeCted me, 

When ſleep, you thought, gave opportunity, 


_ : . 


Your CrimesI ſaw, and thele unhappy eyes 

Of all your hidden ſtealths were Wirneſles : 

I ſaw in ſigns your mutual Wiſhes read, 

And Nodsthe meſſage of your Hearts convey'd : 
Ifaw the conſcious Board, which writ all o're 


With oq_ of Wine, Love's myſtick Cypher 
re: 


Your Glapces were not mute, buteach bewray'd, 


And with your Fingers Dialogues were made: 
I underſtood the Language out of hand, 
(For what's too hard for Love to underſtand ? ) 


Full 


ws AREOLES. 
ull well yngesſtood for wha jntert  ;| 


this dumb Talkiand filens; Hints weremeant : 
And now the Gheſts were from. the Table fled, 


And all the Company retird $0: bed. | 
I faw you thea with wauntogt Killes greet, 


Your Tongges(1 faw ) did in your Kiſſes meet : 


Not ſuch as Siſta ro theirBrothers give, 

But Lovers from phcir Miſtriſles receive : 

Such as the;God-of War, and Paphian Queen 
Did inthe, height of their Embraces joyn. ; 
Patience, ye.Gods o(1 cried) whet 1s't 7 ſee ? 
Cnfait hful { why-ths Treachery to me ? 

How dare you let gnotber in, my fight Tf 
Invade wy native, Property, and Right ? 
wit mmft not, ſbaf{ not do't:: by Lyve I ſmear | 
F'll ſeize the old uſurping Raviſher : 2104 


Toit are thy Freb bold, and the Fates defigy, 2 3% * 
T hat you ſhould be enalienably TEIN TT 
Theſe Favonts all to me impropriate are v0 obnL | 
How torres awother then to'treſpaſs bere # ** 11120” 


This, 


® p_w—_ FLY a Fa 


This, and-math-maze If6id ;by:-Rage infÞirdyc,o1 , 
= Oey game her Checks, with Bluſhgy 


£L037£13UC 25120) 513.1 nA 
Such lovely{ains the fac of Heay' n adorn, Bi 
2 KO! 


1 ziol 
When Light's O firſt blaſhes paint rhe | ball orn : 


6 eli von nA 


So on the Buſh the flaming Roſe e does glo gl ow, uy 
im} 2(1C 
When mingled with the Lillies \peighb! ring. -xt p 


is, or ſome other Colour much like thela oy 
Yie &emblanct theb of hers Comptezion Waks =11 
And while her Looks that ſweet Diſorder woffe 
Chance added Beaiities ondifds#Bbttfore : © 1 197 
Upon the ground hs caſt her jettEFes,"" 3624 20T 
Her Eyes ſhot fiercer Barts i ih! ela Bifpulle?” 197720 
HerFace'a fad aind-1 <ournful Air” fees, - it baA 
Her Face more lovely fe ee! d in (RA Rrefeg 4cioT 
Urg 'd by Revenge, Thard! p cbuld {6tbear, "013 Aa 
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Her braided Locks,and tender Caceks ro rea: 


"11 0151 


YetI no ſooncr had her Face ſuryey'd d, 
But ſtrait the tempeſt of my Rage was laid 


"Tx x 
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nos | ELBGUES. 
A look of her did my Reſentments charm, 

A look of her did all their Force diſarm: 

And I, that fierce outrageousthing e're-while, 
Grow calm as Infants, when in ſleep they ſmile: 
And now a Kifsam humbly fain to crave, 

She ſmil'd, and ſtrait a throng of Kiſſes preſt, 
The worſt of which, ſhould Fore himſelf bu 


The brandiſh'd Thunder from his Hand would 
.wrelſt: :4 *_—_ 

Well-pleas'd I was, and yet tormented too, 

For fear my cnyied Rival felt them fo: 

Berterthey ſeem'd by far than I cre raught, 

And ſhe in them ſhew'd ſomething new merhought: 

Fond jealous myſelf the Pleaſure grutch, 

And they diſpleas'd, becauſe they pleas'd roo 
mucn : 

When in my mourh1 felt her darting Tongue, 

My wounded Thoughts it With ſuſpicion ſtung : 

"" »*L1:.1 26) 


o 


* 


E LEGTES. 
Nor isit this alone afflits my mind, 
More reaſon for complaint remains behind : 
I grieve not only that ſhe Kiſſes gave, 
Tho that affords me cauſe eitongh to grieve : 
Such never could be taught her but in Bed, 
And Heay'n knows what Reward her Teacher had. 
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Book I. Ertcyr X, 

: To a Friend, 
Acquainting him, that he is in Love with 
ewo art one time. 


: 


— — 
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Tu mihi, tu certe ( memini ) Grecins, negabas, &c. 


- heard, my Friend, and heard it faid by you, 


No man at once could ever well love rwo : 


But I was much deceiv'd upon that ſcore, 
For ſingle I at once love one, and more: | 
Twoar one timercign joyntly in my Breaſt, 


Both hand{om are, both charming, both well- 
dreſs'd, 


Ard hang me, if I know, which rakes me beſt : 


ELEGUYES.: LTE 
This Fairer'is thanthat, /and that:than this, . ' + | 
That morethanthis; and: this thanthat does plcaſe:' 
Toſt, like a Ship, by diffrent guſts of Love, 

Now to this Point, andinow to that moye. 
Why, Love, why doſt rhou double thus my pajns + 
Was't not enough to bear one T'yrant's caains ? 
Why, Goddeſs, do'ſt thou vainly laviſh more 

On one, that was top-full of Love before ? 

Yet thus I'd rather love, than not art all, 

May that ill Curſe my Enemies betal : 

May my worſt Foc be damn'd to love of none, 
Bedamn'd to Continence, and lic alone: 

Let Loves alarms cach nightdiſtucb my Reſt, 

And drowſicſleep never approach my Breaſt, 
Orſtrait-way thence be by new Pleaſure chas'd. 
Let Pleaſure in ſuccefſion keep my Scenle 

Ever awake, or ever in a Trancc: 

Lerme lie melting in my fair One's Arms, 


Riot in Bliſs, and ſurtcit on her Charms: 


x12 ELEGIES. 
Let her undo me there without controul, , .* © 


Drain nature quite, ſuck out my very Soul: 
And, it by oneI can't enough be drawn, 
Give me another, clap more Leeches on. 
The Gods have made me of the ſporting kind, 
And for the Feat my Pliant Limbs deſign'd : 
Whart Naturc has in Bulk to me denicd, 

In Sinews, andin vigour is ſupplicd : 


And ſhould my Strength be wanting to Deſire, 
Plealure would add new Fewel to the Fire : 

Ofc in ſoft Barrels have ſpent the Night, 

Yet roſe next Morning vig'rous for the Fight, 
Freſh as the Day, and aCtive as the Lighc : 

No Maid, that ever under me took pay, 

From my Embrace went unoblig'd away. 

Blels'd he, who in Loves ſervice yields his Breath, 
Grant me, ye Gods, ſo ſweet, fo wiſh'd a Death! 
[nblouay Fields let Souldiers mcet their Fate, 


To purchaſe dear-bought Honour at the rate: 


ELEGIES. rt; 
Let greedy Merchanes truſt the faithleſs Main, 
And ſhipwrack Life and Soul for ſordid gain : 
Dying, let meexpire in gaſps of Luſt, 
And ina guſh of Joy give up the Ghoſt: 
And ſome kind pirying Friend ſhall ſay of me, 
So did he live, and fo deſerv/d to die. 
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PETRONIUS, 


PARAPHRASD. 


ea eſt in coitu, &* brevis voluptas, &C. 


Hate cuirion, now 'tis paſt, 

'Tis all but naſtineſs ar beſt; 

The homelieſt thing, that man cando, 
Beſides, 'tis ſhort, and fleeting roo : 
Afquirtof ſlippery Delight, 

Thar wich a moment takes its flight : 
A ftulſom Bliſs, that ſoon docs cloy, 
And makes us loath what we enjoy, 
Then let us not too eager run, 
By Paſſion blindly hurried on, 


A Fragment of Petronius. 115 

Like Beaſts, who nothing better know, 

Than what meer Luſt i-i::5 them ro: 

For when inFlouds of. Love we're drench'd; 

The Flames are by enjoyment quench'd: 

But chus, let's thus togerher lie, 

And kiſs out long Eternity : 

Here we dread noconſcious Spies, 

No bluſhes ftain our gttileleſs Joys : 

Here no Faintneſs dulls Deſires, 

And Pleafufe never flags, nor tires : 

This has pleas'd, and pleaſes now; 

And for Apes will do ſs: 
Enjoyment here is never done, 

But freſh, and always but begun. 


O D E 
ANACR EON, 


PARAPHRAS'D. 


———— _ —_———— 
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Toy apWwerr Topdu xs, &c, 


Ake me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 


Large, as my capacions Soul, 
Vaſt, as my thirſt is ; letir have 
Depth enoughto be my Grave; 


A 1 
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An ODE of Anacreon. 
I mean the Grave of all my Care, 

For I intend to bury't there, 

Let it of Silver faſhion'd be, 

Worthy of Wine, worthy of me, 
Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 

Asthat bright Cup amongſt the Stars: 
That Cup which Heaven deign'd a place : « 


Nextthe Sun its greate&Grace. 

Kind Cup! that to the Stars did go, 

To light poor Drunkards her below: >/ 
Let mine be ſo, and give me light, 

That I may drink, and revel by't: m—_—__ 


Yetdraw no ſhapes of Armour there, 

No Cask, nor Shicld, nor Sword, nor Spear, 
Nor Wars of Thebes, nor Wars of Troy, 
Nor any other martial Toy : 

For what deI vain Armour prize, = 
Who mind not ſuch rough Exerciſe, 

But gentler Sicges, ſofter Wars, — 
Fights, that cauſe no Wounds, or Scars ?) 


I 3 


118 As ODE of Anacreon. 
I'll haveno Barth on my Plate, 

Leſt ſight of them ſhould Brawls create, 
Leſt that provoke to Quarrels too, 

Which Wine it ſelf enough can do. 

Draw me no Conſtellations there, 

No Ram, nor Bull, nor Dog, norBear, 
Nor any of that monſtrous fry 
Of Aqgmals, which ſtock tþe Sky : 

For what are Stars tomy Deſign, 

Stars, which I, when drunk, ourt-ſhine, 
Our-ſhone by every dropot Wine ? 

T lack no Pole-Star on the Brink, 

To guide in the wide Sca of Drink, 

But would for cvex there be toſt ; 

And wiſh no Haven, ſcck no Coal}. 

Yet, Gentle Artiſt, if thou'k try 

Thy Skill, then draw me (letmeſee ) 
Draw me firſt a ſpreading Vine, 


Make its Arms the Bowl entwine, 


| An ODE of Anacreon. 
With kind embraces, ſuch asI 


Twiſt about my loving ſhe. 

Let its Boughs o'ce-ſpttad above 

Scenes of Drinking, Scenes of Love: 
Drawnexythe Patron @f that Tree, 

DraW Bacchus and ſoft Cupid by ; 

Draw them both in roping Shapes, 

Their Temples crown'd With cluſter'd Grapes 
Make themlean againſt the Cup, 


As 'twere to keep their Figures up : 
And when their recling Forms 1 view, 
T'll think them drunk, and be (o too : 
The Gods ſhall my examples be, 
The Gods, thus drunk in Effigy. 


7 
(+ 


| At faxther cnd of Clarkewwel : 


An Alluſion to 


MARTIAL 


—_— 


Book I. Eprc.118. 
S oft, Sir Tradewel, as we meet, 
You're ſure toask me in the ſtreet, 

When you ſhall ſend your Boy to me, 


 Tofetth my Book of Poetry, 


And promiſe you'l bur read it o're, 
And faithfully the Loan reſtore : 

But let me ye as 2 Friend, 

You nced not take the pains to ſend : 
'Tis a long way to where I dwell, 


An Alufion to Martial. 
There in a Garret near the Sky, 
Above fie pair of Stairs I lie. 

Bur, if you'd have, what you pretend, 

You may procure it nearer hand : 

| IniCornhjl, where you often go, "i: 
Hyd by th' Exchange, there is, you know, 4 

A Shop of Rhime, where you may ſee 

The Poſts all clad in Paetry ; 

There H—— lives of high renown, 

The noted ſt T' 0 & Y in the Town: P 
Where, if you p:zaſe, enquire for me, 

And he, or's Prentice, preſently 

From the next Shelt will reach you down 

The Piece well bound for half a Crown: © 
The Price 1s much too dear, you cry, P+ ' 4 
To give for both the Book, and me : 
Yes doubtleſs, for ſuch yaniries, 


We know,Sir, you are $00.560 wile, 
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Written, March 16. 1677. 


Aa 


—— 


= I on my Bed repoſing lay, 
And in fott fleep forgot the Toils of Day, 


My ſelf, my Cares, and Love, alt charm'd to Reft, 

And all the Turrtulrs' of my waking Breaſt, 

Quiet and calrti; 'a$ was the ſileat Night, 

Whoſe ſtillneſs did'46 that bled ſleep invite ; 

I dreamt, and ſtrait this viſionary Scene 

Did with Delight my Fancy ertercaig. OT 
I ſaw, methoupghr, a tortely Ptivacy, 

ARemore alike from man's, and Heavens Eye, 
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Girt with the covert of a ſhady Groye, 

Dark as my thoughts,and ſecret as my Love: 

Hard by a Stream did with thax ſoftgeſs creep, | 

As rwere by its owa murmurs huſht aſkep; 

On irs greea Bank under a ſpreading-Tree, 

At oneca pleaſant, and a ſhelr ring Canopy, 

Therel, and there my deanCoſmelia latc, 

Nor envied Monarchs ie our fate Retreat: L 

So heretofore were the firſt Lovers laid 

On the ſme Turf of which themſelves were made. 

A whilcI did her charming Glories view, 

Which totheit former Conquefts added new; 

A white my wanton hand was pleas'd co rove 

Through all the hidden Labyrinchs of Love; 

Ten thouſand Kiffes on her Lips Tfix'd, 

Which ſhe with inrerfering Kiſſes mix'd, 

Eager as thoſe of Lovers arc in Death, 

When they give up their Souls roo with the Breath. 
Love by theſe Freedoms firſt became more bold, * 

At length unruly, and to fierce to hold: | 


24 The” D' RE'A M. 
See then ( aid T)) and pity, charming Pair, 
Tield quickly, yield'; 7 can no longer bear + 

Th impatient Sallies of a Blifs fonear : 

Tou muſt, and you alone theſe florms appeaſe, 

And lay thoſe Spirits which your Charms could raiſe , 
Come, and in equal Flouds let's quench our Flame, 
Come let's —and unawares I went to name 
The La bur ſtopt and- bluſhe methought in 


At firſt the did the rude Addreſs difown, 
And check'd my Boldneſs with an angry Frown, 
Bur yiclding Glances, and conſenting Eyes 
Prov'd the ſoft Traitors to her forc'd Diſguiſe ; 
And ſoon her.looks, with anger rough e're while, 
Sunk in the dimples of a calmer ſmile : | 
Then with a ſigh intotheſe words ſhe broke, 
And printed melting Kiſſes as ſhe ſpoke: 

T oo frong, Philander, us thy pow'rful Art | | 
To take a feeble Maids ill-gaarded Heart : 


The DRE 4A M. 2125 

Too long T ve ſtruggled with my Bliſs invain, © 

Too long oppos'd what Tift wiſh d to gain, 

| Loath toconſent, yet loather to deny, 

At once I court, and ſhun Felicity : 

I cannot, will not yield; — aud yet 1 muſt, 

Leſt tomy own Defires I prove unjuſt : 

Sweet Raviſher ! what Love commands thee, do ; 

' Tho I'm diſpleas'd, I ſhall forgive thee too, 

Too well thou knowſt — and there my hand ſhe 

preſs'd, 

And ſaid no more, but bluſh'd and ſmil'd the reſt. 
Raviſh'd at the new grant, fierce cager I 

Leap'd furious on, and ſeiz'd my trembling Prey ; 

Wich guarding Arms ſhe ficſt my Force repell'd, 


Shrunk, and drew back, and would not {ccm to 
yield ; 


Unwilling to o'recome, ſhe faintly ſtrove, 
One hand pull'd to, what t'other did remove : 
So feeble are the ſtruglings, and ſo weak 


In ſleep we ſeem, and only ſeem to make : 


"<4 A 
wo © LY © 


= x«-- 
Perbear !-( ſhe fajd) ab, gendle Tenth, forbear, 
(and fill ſhebng's, and claſp te ill wore netr) 


| Ab! will you? will you force my Ruinh ſo? | « 
| \ ' Ab do nor, do not, do wet 3-— let we go, ( 


What fallow'd was above the pow'r of Verſe, 
Above the reach of Fancy to rehearſe: | 
Not dying Saints emyoy ſuch Extafics, 
Whenthey in Viſion antedare their Bliſs ; 
Not Dreams of a young Propher are ſo bleſs'd, ; 


When holy Trances firſt inſpire his Breaſt, 

And the God enters there to be a Gueſt. 

Let duller Mortals other Pleaſures prize, 

Ee Pleaſures whichenter at the waking Eyes, 
Might I each Night ſuch ſweet Enjoyments find, 
I'd wink forever, be for ever blind. 
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SATYR 


NOBILITY... 


"4 


Out of Monſieur BOILE ANI. 


—_—__ 


| —— 


7 IS granted, chat Nobility in Man, : 
Is ao wild fluttring Notion of the Brain, 


Where he, deſcended of an ancient Race, 
Which a long traigof numerous Warthies grace, 
By Virtues Rules guiding his ſteddy Courſe, 
Traces the ſteps of his bright Anceſtors. 

But Yet I can't endure an haughty Aſs, 

SDebauch'd with Luxurygand ſlorhtul Eaſe. 


138' A SATTR touching Nobility. 
Who beſides empty Titles of high Birth, 
Has no prerencero any thing of Worrh, 
Should _ wear the Fame, which other 


ſought, _ 
And boaſt of Honour which himſelf nc'er got. 


I grant, the Aﬀts which his Fore-fathers did 
Have furniſh'd matter tor old /7olinſbead, 
For which their Scutcheon, by the Congu'ror grac'd 
Still bears a Zion Rampant for its Creſt : 
But what does this vain maſs of Glory boot 
Tobethe branch of ſuch a noble Root, 
If heof all che Heroes of his Line 
Which in che Regiſters of Story ſhine, 
Can offer nothing to the World's regard, 
Bat mouldy Parchments which the Worms have 
ſpar'd ? 
It-ſprung, as he pretends, of noble Race, 
He does his own Original diſgrace, 
And, ſwoln with ſelfiſh Vanity and Pride, 
To greatneſs has no other claim beſide, 


ASATT R touching Nobility, 139 
But ſquanders life, and ſleeps away his days, 
Diſſolv'd in Sloth, and ſteep'd in ſenſual caſe: 

Mecan while to ſee how much the Arrogant 
Boaſts the falſeLuſtre of his high Deſcent, 

You'd fancy him Comptroller of the Sky, 
And fram'd by Heav'n of other Clay than me. 

Tell me, great Hero, you, that would be thought 

So much above the mean, and humble Rour. 

Of all ths Creatures which do meneſteem ? 

And which would you ybur ſelf the nobleſt deem? 
Pur caſe of Horſe: No doubt, you'l anſwer ſtrait, 
The Racer, which has often'ſt won the Place : 
Who tull of mettle, and of fprightly Fire, 

Is never diſtanc'd in the fleet Carcer : 

Him all the Rivals of New-market dread, 

And crowds of Vent'ers ſtake upon his Head : 
Bur it the Breed of, Dragon, otten caſt, 
Degenerate, and provea Jade art laſt ; 

Nothing of Honour, or reſpect ( we ſee ) 


Is had of his high Birth, and Pedigree : 


K 
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130 A SATTR touching Nobility. 

Bur maugre all his great Progenirors. 

The worthleſs Brutcis baniſh'd from the Courſe, 

Condemn'd for Life to ply the dirty Road, 

To drag ſome Carr, or bear ſome Carrier's Load. 
Then how can you with any ſenſe expet 

That I ſhould: beſo ſilly to reſpect 

The ghoſt of Honour, periſh'd long ago, 


Thar's quite extin&t, and lives no more in you ? 


- 


Such gaudy Trifles with the Fools may pals, 
Caught with mere ſhew, and vain Appearances: 
Virtue's the certain Mark, by Heav'n defign'd, 
That's always ſtamp'd upon a noble mind : 

It you fromſuch illuſtrious Worthies came, 
By copying them your high ExtraCt proclaim : 
Shew us thoſe generous Heats of Gallantry, 
Which Ages paſt did in thoſe Worrhies fee, 
That zcal tor Honour, and that brave Diſdain, 
Which ſcorn'd rodo an Action baſe, or mean : 
Deyou apply your latereſt aright, 


Not to opprels the Poor with wrongful Might? 


Would 


Tho brib'd ro do'r, or urg'd by your own Cauſe ? 

Dare you, when juſtly call'd, expend your Bloud 

In ſervice for your King's and Countrys good ? 

Can you in open Field in Armour leep, 

And there meet danger in the ghaſtlieft ſhape? 
By ſuch illuſtrious Marks as theſe, I find, 

You're truly iſſued of a noble kind : 

Then fetch your Line from A/banaf, or Knute, 

Oc, it theſe are too freſh, from older Brute : 

Ar leifure ſearch all Hiſtory to find 

Some great and glorious Warriour to your mind : 

Take Ceſar, Alexander, which you pleaſe, 

To bethe mighty Founder of your Race ; 

In vain the World your Parentage bely, 

That was, or ſhould have been your Pedegree. 
But, if you could with eaſederive your Kin 

From Hercules himſelf in a right Line; 

It yer there nothing in your Actions be, 


Worthy the nameof your high Progeny ; 


K 2 


A SATTR touching Nobility. 131 : | 
Would you make Conſcience to pervert the Laws, Yr. L 


\ 


132 ASATTR touching Nobility, 
All theſe great Anceſtors, which you diſgrace, 


Againſt you are a cloud of Witneſſes: 
And all the Luſtre of their tarniſh'd Fame 
Serves but to light, and manifeſt your Shame : 


In vain you urge the merit of your Race, 


And boaſt that Bloud, which you your ſelves de. 
baſe. 


[n vain you borrow, to adorn your Name, 

The Spoils, and Plunder of another's Fame; 

If, whercI look'd for ſomething Great,and Brave, 

I mect with nothing bur a Fool, or Knave, 

A Traitor, Villain, Sycophant, or Slave, 

A freakiſh Madman, fit to be confin'd, 

Whom Bedlam only can to order bind, 

Or( coſpcak all ar once ) a barren Limb, 

And rotren Branch of an illuſtrious Stem. 
BurT am too ſevere, perhaps you'l think, 

And mix too much of Satyr with my Ink : 

ie ſpeak to men of Birth, and Honour here, 


And theſe nice Subjects muſt be touch'd with care: 


Cry 


A SATT R toxhing Nobility. 13; 
Cry mercy, Sirs! Your Race, we grant, is known ; 
But how far backwards can you trace it down? 
You anſwer : For at leaſt a thouſand year, , 
And ſomeodd hundreds you can make't appear : > 
"Tis much: Burt yet in ſhort the proots are clear : \ 


All Books with your Fore-farhers' Tirles ſhine, 


Whoſe names have ſcap'd the general wreck 0/ 
Time : 


But who is thereſo bold, that dares engage 

His Honour, that in this long Tratt of Age 

No oneof all his Anceſtors deceas'd 

Had ee the fate to find a Bride unchaſt 2 

That they haveall along Lycretia's been, d, 

And nothing e're of ſpurious Bloud crept in, (* 

To mingle and defile the Sacred Line ? ll 
Curſs'd be the day, when firſt this vanit y 

Did primitive ſimplicity deſtroy, 

In the bleſs'd ſtate of infant time, unknown, 


When Glory ſprung from Innocence alone 4 


134 4 SATTR rewehing Nehility. 
Each from his merit only Title drew, 
And thar alone made Kings, and Nobles too : 
Then, ſcorning borrow'd Helps to prop his Name, 
The Hero from himſelf deriv'd his Fame : 
Bur Merit by degenerate time at laſt, 
Saw Vice cnnobled, and her ſelf debas'd: 
And haughty Pride falſe pompous Titles feign'd, 
Tamuſe the World, and Lordit o're Mankind : 
Thence the vaſt Herdof Karlszand Barons came, 
For Virtue cach brought nothing but a Name: 
Soon aſter Man, fruitful in Vanities, 
Did Blazoningand Armory devile, 
Founded a College for the Herald's Art, 
And made a Language of their Terms apart, 
Composd of frightful words, of Chief, and Baſe, 
Of Chevron, Sattier, Canton, Bend, and Feſs, 
And wharſoe're of hidcous Jargon elſe 
"Mad Guilim, and his barbarous Volume fills. 
Then farther the wilg Folly to purſuc, 


Plain down-right Honour out of faſhion grew : 


Bur 


"” 


-- -. 


Bur to keep up irs Dignity, and Birth, ' * 
Expence, andLuxury muſt ſer it forth : 2 
Ic muſt inhabit ſtately Palaces, 

Diſtinguiſh Servants by their Liveries, 

And carrying vaſt Retinues up and down. 

The Duke and Earl be by their Pages known. 

. Thus Honour to ſupporr itſelf is broughe 


Toirs laſt ſhifts, and thence the Art has got - 
Of borrowing every where, and paying nought : 
'Tis now thought mean, and much beneath a Lord 
To bean honeſt man, and keep his Word ; 
Who, by his Peerage, and Pcotettion fate, 

Can plead the priviledge to be a Knave: 

While daily Crowds of ſtarving Creditors 

Are forc'd to dance attendance at his doors, 

Till he atlength with all his mortgag'd Lands, 
Are fortcited into the Banker's hands : 

Then to redreſs his wants, the bankrupt Peer 


To ſome rich trading Sot, turns Penſioner : 


the next News, you're ſure to hear that he 
' Is nobly wed into the Company : 
Where for a Portion of ill-gotten Gold, 
Himſelf and all his Anceſtors areſold : 
And thus repairs his broken Family 
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Ar the expence of his own Infamy. 

For if you want Eſtate toſer itforth, 
In vain you boaſt the ſplendor of your Birth: 
Your priz'd Gentility for madneſs goes, 
And cach your Kindred ſhuns and diſavows ; 
Bur he that'srich is prais'd at his full rate, 
And tho he oncecry'd SmaP.coal in the ſtreet, 
Tho he, nor none of his e're mentioned were, 
Bur inthe Pariſh-Book, or Regiſter. 

D 


An hundred Barons of his ancient Race, 


le by help of Chronicle ſhall trace 


ks. ww 1 
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A 
SATYR: 
Addreſſed to aFriend, that us about to 


leave the Univerſuty, and come 
abroad in the World, 


F you're ſo out of loye with Happineſs, 
I: quit a College life, and learned caſe 5 
Convince me firſt, and ſome good Reaſons givo, 
What methodsand deſigns you'l take to live: 
For ſuch Reſolves arc needful in the Caſe, 
Before you tread the worlds Myſterious Maze : 
Without the Premilſes in vain you'l try TI 
Tolive by Syſtems of Phi:2ſophy : 
Your Ariſtotle, Cartes, and Le-Grand, 
And Euclid tooin little ſtead will ſtand. 


'F SATTR. © 
How many men of choice, and noted parts, 
. Well fraught with Learning, Languages, and Arts, | 
Deſigning bigh Prefermeat in their mind, | 
And little doubting good ſucceſs to find, 


With vaſt and taw'ring thoughts have flock'd to 
Town, 


But to their coſt ſoon tound themſelves undone, 
Now to regent, and ſtarvear leifure left, 
Of miſeries laſk Comfort, Hope bereft ? 

Theſe fail'd for want of good Advice, you cry, 
Becauſe at firſt they fix'd on no employ : 
Wellthen, let's draw the Proſpett, and the Scene 
Toall advantage poſſibly wecan: 


The world lies now before you, let me hear, 
What courſe your Judgment counſels you to ſteer : 
Always conſider'd, that your whole Eſtate, 
Andall your Fortune lies beneath your Hat: 
Were you the Son of ſome rich Uſurer, 

Thar ſtary'd, and damn'd himſelf romake his Heir, 
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4A SATTR 
Left nought to do, but to inter the Sor, 

And ſpend with cafe what he with pains had got ; 
'Twere eaſie-to adviſe how you mightlive, 

Nor would there need inſtruction then to give : 
Burt you, that boaſt of no Inheritance, . 


Save. that ſmall Stock, which lies withia your 
Brains, 


Learning muſt be your Trade, and therefore weigh 


With heed, how you your Game the beſt may 
play ; 
Bethink your ſelf a while, and then propoſe 
What way of Lifeis fitr'ſt for you to chooſe. 
If you for Orders, and a Gown deſign, 
Conſider only this, dear Friend of mine, 


The Church is grown fo over-ſtock'd of late, 


Thar if you walk abroad, you'l hardly meet 


More Porters now than Parſons in the ſtreer. 


— 


Ar every Corner they are forc'd to ply, 
For Jobs of hawkering Divinity : 

And half the number of the Sacred Herd 
Are fain to ſtrowl, and wander unpreterr'd : 


a we C1657 


If this, or thoughts of ſuch a weighty Charge 
Make you reſolveto keep your ſelf at large; 

For wantof better opportunity, 

A School muſt your next Sanftuary be: 

Go, wed ſome Grammar-Bridewel, and a Wite, 
And there beat Greek, and Latin} for your life ; 
With Birchen Sceprer there command at will, 
Greater than Busby's ſelf, or Dottor Gil, 

Bur who would be to the vile Drudg'ry bound 
Where there ſo ſmall encouragement is found 2 
Where you for recompence of all your pains 
Shall hardly reach a common Fidler's gains? 

For whenyou've toil'd, and labour'd all you can, 
To dung, and cultivate a barren Brain : 

A Dancing. Maſter ſhall be better paid, 

Fho he inſtruQts the Heels, and you the Head : 
To ſuch Indulgence arc kind Parents grown, 
Thar nought colts leſs in Breeding than a Son : 
Nor is it hard to fiad a Father now, 

Shall more upon a Sexting-dog allow ; 


ASATTR. 

And witha freer hand reward the Care 

Of training up his Spaniel, than his Heir. 
Some think themſelves exalted to the Sky, 

If they light in ſome noble Family ; 

Diet, an Horſe, and thirty pounds a year, 

Beſides the advantage of his Lordſhips ear, 

The credit of the buſineſs, and the State, 

Arc things that in a Younſter's Senſe ſound great. 

Little the unexpericnc'd Wretch does know, 

Whar ſlavery he oft muſt undergo : 

Who tho in ſilken Skarf, and Caſlock dreſl, 

Wears buta gayer Livery at belt : 

When Dinner calls the Implement muſt wair 

With holy Words to conſecrate the Meat: 

Burhold it for a Favour ſeldom known, 

If he be deign'd the Honour to fir down. 

Soon as the Tarts appear, Sir Crape, withdravy ! 

Thoſe Daintics are not for a ſpiricual Maw : 


Obſerve your diſtance, and be ſure ro ſtand 


Hard by the Ciſtern with your Cap in hand : 


Thcre 
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There for diverſion you may*pick your Teeth, « 

Till the kind Voider comes for your Relief: 

For meer Board-wages ſuch their Freedom fell, 

Slaves to an Hour, and-Vaſlals to a Bell : 

And if th' enjoyment of one day be ſtole, 

They are but Pris'ners out upon Parole : 

Always the marks of ſlavery remain, 

And they, tho looſe, ſtill drag about their Chain, 
And where's the mighty Proſpett after all, 

A Chaplainſhip ſery'd up, and feven years Thrall? 

The menial thing perhaps for a Reward 

Is to ſome ſlender Benefice preferr'd, 

With this Proviſo bound, that he muſt wed 

My Ladies antiquated Waiting-maid, //. / 

In Dreſſing only skill'd, and Marmalade, * © 
Let others who ſuch mcanneſſes can brook, 


Strike Countenance to every Great man's Look : 
Ler thoſe that have a mind, turn ſlaves to cat, 


And live contcnred by anorhet's Plare : 


# $a7rTR: 
I rate my Freedom higher, nor will I 
For Food and Rayment truck my Liberty. 
Bur, if I muſt to my laſt ſhifts be par, 

To fill a Bladder, and twelve yardsof Gut; 
Rather with counterfcited wooden Leg, 
And my right Arm tied up, I'll chuſe co beg: 
I'll rather chuſe to ſtarve at large, than be 
The gawdieſt Vaſſal to Dependency. 

'T hasever been the rop of my Deſires,” tf E 
The utmoſt height ro which my wiſh aſpircy, | 
That Heav'n would bleſs me with a ſmall ls, uf, - 
Where I might find a cloſe obſcure retreat; ſki % 
There, free from Noiſe, and all ambitious ends, / * N | We + q 
Enjoy a few choice Books, and fewer Friends, \ | * 'F : 
Lord of my ſelf, accountable ronone, - ob 
Bur to.my Conſcience, and my God alone : 
There live unchought of, and unheard of, die, 
And grudge Mankind my very memory. 
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Bur ſince the Bleſſing is ( Tfind ) coo great 


—_- 


For me to wiſh for, or expctt of Fate: 


— 


re A SATTR . 
Yet, maugre all the ſpighr of Deſtiny, * 
My Thoughts, and Attions are, and ſhall be free, 
A certain Author, very grave, and ſage, 

This Story tells: no matrer, what the Page. 

One time, asthey walk'd forth c'ce break of day, 
The Wolf, and Dog encounter'd onthe way : 
Famiſh'd the one, meager, and lean of plight, 

As a caſt Poet, whofor Bread docs write : 
. The other far, and plump, as Prebend, was, 
Pamper'd with Luxury, and holy Eaſe, 

"Thus mer, with Compliments, too long to tell, 
Of being glad to ſee cachother well : 

How now, Sir Towzer ? ( ſaid the Wolf) I pray, 

Whence comes it,that you look ſo ſleek, and gay 

While I, who do as well ( I'm ſure ) deſerve, 

For want of Livelihood am like to ſtarve ? 

Troth Sir (replied the Dog ) 'thas been my Fate, 
I thank the friendly Stars, to hap of late 

On a kind Maſler, to whoſe care 1 owe 

AT this good Fleſh, wherewith you ſee me now: 


From 


P90" ate" AOAIITE 
From his.rich Voider every day I'm fed 


With Fricaſlec, Ragouſt, and whatſoe're 
Of coſtly Kickſhaws now in faſhion arez 
And more variety of Boil'd and Roaſt, 
Than a Lord Mayor's Waiter &re could boaſt. 
Then, Sir, "tis hardly credible to tell, 

How I'm reſpefted, and belov'd by all: 
I'm the Delight of the whole Family, 

Not darling Shock more Favourite thaff7: 
Inever ſleep abroad, to Air expos'd, 

But in my warm apartment am inclos'd : 
There on freſh Bed of Straw, with Canopy 
Of Hutch above, like Dog of State Tlie. 


Beſides, when with high Fare, and Nature fir'd, 


To generous Sports of Touth Iam inſpir'd, 
All the proud ſhees are ſoft to my Embrace, 


From Bitch of Quality down to Turn-ſpit Race : 


Each day I try new Miſtriſſes and Loves, 


Nor envy Soverergn Dogs in their Alcoves. P, 7 
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With Bones of Fowl, and Cruſts of fineſt Bread : 


AF 
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Thus happy T of all enjoy the beſt, 
No mortal Cur on Earth yet half ſo blefi'd, 
And farther to enhance the Happineſs, 
All this I get by idleneſs,and eaſe, 
Troth ! ( faid the Wolt ) 7 envy your Eſtate 
Would to the Gods it were but my good Fate, 


T hat I might happily admitted be 
A member of your bled Society ! 
Iwould with Faithfulneſs diſcharge my place 
In any thing that I might ſerve his Grace: 
But, think you, Sir, it mould be feafible, 
And that my Application might prevail 2 

Do but endeavour, Sir, you need not doubt ; 
I make no queſtion but to bring't about : 
Only relyon me, and reſt ſecure, 
Pll ſerve you to the utmoſt of my Pow'r ; 
As I'ma Dog of Honour, Sir : — but this 
7 only take the Freedom to adviſe, 
That you'd alittle lay your Roughneſs by, 


And lkarn to praftice Complaiſance, like me. 
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For that let me alone: Dl have acare, | 
And top my part, 1 warzant,to a hair : 
Fhere's not aCourtier of them all ſhall vie 
For Fawning, and for Suppleneſs with me. 
And thusrefoly'datlaſt, che Travellers 
Towards the Houſetogether ſhape their courſe ; 
The Dog, who Breeding well did underſtand, 
In walking gives his Gheſt the upper hand: | Wa 
And as they walk along, they all the while 
With Mirth, and pleaſant Raillery beguile 
The tedious Time, and Way, till Day drew near, 


And Light came on ; by which did ſoon appear 
' 
The Maſtifts Neck to viewall wornand bare. 


This when his Comrade ſpi'd, What means ( aid 
he ) 


This Circle bare, which round your Neck I ſee ? 
If I may be ſo bold; 
That I at firſt was rough, and fierce, like you, 
Of Nature tars'd, aud often apt to bite 


Sir, you muſs know, 


Stravgers, and elſe, who ever came in ſight : 
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For this I was tied up, and underwent 
9 The Whip ſometimes, and ſuch light Chaſtiſement : 
Till I at length by Diſcipline grew tame, 
Gentle, and traftable, as now I am : 
*Twas by this ſhort, and ſlight ſeverity 
Tgaind theſe Marks and Badges, which you ſee : 
But what are they 2 Allons Monſicur ! let's ge. 
Not one ſtep farther : Sir, excuſe me now, 
Much joy t'ye of your envied, bleſi'd Eftate: 
Twill not buy Preferment at that rate : . 
A Gods name, take your golden Chains for ms : 
Faith, I'd not be a King, not to be free : 
Sir Dog, your humble Servant, ſo Godbw'y. 


SOME 
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Written in Septemb, 1676. 


— A 


Preſenting a Book toC OSME LIT A. 
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O, humble Gift, go to that matchleſs Saint, 
(Gs, whom thou only waſt a Copy meant : 
And all, that's read in thee, more richly find 
Compriz'd in the fair Volume of her mind; 


— — 


Thar living Syſtem, where are fully writ 
Pn ee eee I I ee 
All thoſe high Morals, which in Books w& meet: /* 
Eaſe, as in ſoft Air, there writ thesr ure | 
alie, , there writ the; are, A ft . 


Yer firm, as if in Braſs they graven were. 
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Nor is her Talent lazily to know 
As dull Divines, and holy Canters do; 
She a&ts what chey only in Pulpits prate, 
And Theory to Practice does tranflate : 
Nor her own ACtions more obey her Will, 
Than that obeys ſtrict Virtues dictates ſtill: 


Yet does not Virtuc from her Duty flow, 
Bur ſhe is good, becauſe ſhe will be fo : 


e- Das Her Virtue ſcorns ata low pitch toflie, 


_— 
_ A - _ 


ic Mor. Tis all free Choice, nought of Neceſlity : 


—— 


' Byſuch ſoit Rules are Saints above confin'd, 
Such isthe Tie, which them to Good does bind, 
The ſcartter'd Glorics of her happy Sex 

In her bright Soul as in their Centermix: 

And all. that they poſleſs but by Retail, 

She hers og zuſt Monopoly cancall : 

Whoſe ſole Example docs more Virtues ſhew, 


Than Schoolmen ever taught, or ever knew. 
No ACtdid c're within her Practice fall, 
Which for the atfoncment of a Buſh could call. 


No 


*- No word of hers ere erected any car, 
Bur what a Saint art her laſt gaſp might hear : 


Scarcely her Thoughts have PE TE been 


With the leaſt print, or ſtainof naive Sin: 


Devout ſhe is, a3 holy Hermits are, 
Who ſhare their time 'rwixt Extaſic, and Prayer : 
Modeſt, as infant Roſes in their Bloom, 

Who in a Bluſh their fragrant Lives conſume: 

So chaſtc,the Dead themſelves are only more, 
Who lic divorc'd from Objctts, and from Power : 
So pure, could Virtuc in a Shape appear, 

'T would chuſe to have no other Form, but Her : 
So much a Saint, I ſcarce dare call her fo, 

For tcarto wrong her with a name too low : 

Such the Seraphick Brightneſs of her min, 

I hardly can believe her Womankind : 

But think ſome nobkr Bcing dovs appear, 

Which to inſtructthe World, has leir the Sphere, 


And condeſcends to wear a Body here. 
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Or, if ſhe mortal be, and meant to ſhow 


The greater Artby being form'd below ; 
Sure Heaven preſcrv'd her by the Falt uncurg'd, 
To tell how good the Sex was madeat firſt. 


— 


THE 


z 


PARTING. 


—— 


OO happy had I been indeed, if Fate 
Pw made it laſting, as ſhe made it great; 
But'rwas the Plot of unkind Deſtiny, 

To lift me to, then ſnatch me from my Joy: 
She rais'd my Hopes, and brought chem juſt in 


view, 
And thenin ſpight the pleaſing Scene withdrew, 
So He of old the promis'd Land ſurvey'd, 
Which he might ſee, but never was to tread: 
So Heay'n was by that damned Caztiff ſeen, 
He ſaw't, but with a mighty Gulf between, 
He ſaw't to þe more wretched, and deſpair agen: 


— 


Nor 


£Þ NorSouls of dying Sinners, when they go, 
2 Affurdof endleſs Miſcries below, 
Their Bodies more unwillingly deſert, 
Than I from you, and all my Joys did part. 
As ſome young Merchant, whom his Sire unkind 
- Reſigns tg every faithleſs Wave, and Wind; 
If the kind Miſtris of his Vows appear, 
And come to bleſs his Voyage with a Prayer, 
Such Sighs he vents as may the Gale increale, 
Such Flouds of Tears as may the Billows raiſe: 
And whenart length the launching Veſſel flics, . 
And fevers firſt his Lips, and then his Eycs; 
Long he looks back to ſec what he adores, 
And while he may, views the beloved Shores. 


Such juſt concerns I at your Parting had, 

With ſuch ſad Eycs your turning Face ſurvey'd: 
Reviewing, they purſu'd you out of ſight, 

Then ſought to trace you by lett Tracks of Light: 


"7 ar 
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Tow'rds the lov'd Place they took delight 
ſtray, 


And aim'd uncertain Glances ſtill thatway. 


ABSENCE 


EN days ( if I forget not) waſted are 

( A year inany Lover's Calendar ) 
Since I was forc'd to part, and bid adicu 
To all my Joy, and Happineſs in you : 
And ſtill by the ſame Hindrance am detain'd, 
Which me at firſt from your lov'd Sight conſtrain'& 
OftI reſolve to meet my Bliſs, and then | , 
My Tether ſtops, and pulls me back agen? 
' So when our raiſed Thoughts to Heay'n aſpire, 
Earth ſtifles them, and choaks the good deſire. 
Curſe on that Man, who Bug'neſs firſt deſign'd, 
And by't enthral'd a free-born Lover's mind | 
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A curſe on Fate, who thus ſubjected me, 

And made me ſlave to any thing bat thee ! 
Lovers ſhould be as unconfin'dus Air, 

Free as its wild Inhabitants from Care : 

So free thoſe happy Lovers are above, 

Exempt from all Concerns but thoſe of Love 

But I, poor Lover militant below, 

The Cares, and Troubles of dull Life muſt know; 
Muſdcoil for that, which docs on others wait, 
And undergo the drudgery of Fate : 

YerTll no more to her a Vaſſal be, 

Thou now ſhalt make, and rule my Deſtiny : 
Hence troubleſome Farigues! all Bus'neſs hence ! 
This very hour my Freedom ſhall commence : 
Too long that Jilt has thy proud Rival been, 

And made me by negleQtul Abſence fin; 
Bur F'll no more obey its Tyranny, 

Nor that, nor Fate it ſelf ſhall hinder me 
Henceforth from ſecing, and enjoying thee. 


_ 


m—t—_ 
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Promiſing 2 


VISIT. 


Ooner may Art, and caſler tar divide 
— ſofrembracing waters of the Tide, 
Which with united Friendſhip ſtill rqoyn, 

Than part my Eyes, my Arms, or Lips from thine: 


Sooner it may Time's hcadlong motion force, 
In which ic marches with unalter'd courſe, 

Or ſever this from the ſucceeding Day, 

Than from thy happy Preſence force my ſtay; 
Nor the touch'd Needle ( emblem of my Soul ) 
With greater Rev'rencetrembles to irs Pole, 


Nor Flames with ſurcr inſtinct u pwards go, 


Than mine, and all their motions tend to you. 


Fly 
\s 


Promiſing a Vifit. 
Fly ſwift, ye minutes, and contraCt the ſpace 


Of Time, which holds me from her dear Embrace : 


When I am there Ill bid you kindly ſtay, 

F1l bid you reſt, and never glide away. 

Thither when Bus'neſs gives me a Releaſe 

To loſe my Cares in ſoft,and gentle Eaſe, 

I'll come, and all arrears of Kindneſs pay, 

And live o'sxe my whole Abſence in one day. 

Not Souls, releas'd from humane Bodies, move 
With quicker haſte to meer their Bliſs above : 
Thanl1, when freed from Clogs, that bind me now; 
Eager to ſcize my Happineſs, will go. 

Should a fierce Angel arm'd with Thunder ſtand, 
And threaten Vengeance with his brandiſh'd hand, 
To ſtopthe entrance to my Paradiſe; 

111 venture, and his ſlighscd Bolts deſpilc. 

Switt as the wings of Fear, ſhall be my Love; 

And me to her with equal | peed remove: 

' Switt, as the motions of the Eye, or Mind, 


[1] thither fly, and lcave ſlow Thought behind. 
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re 


THE CARELESS 


Good Fellow, 


— — 


—— 


© Written, Harch g. 1680. 


— 


. 6's 


SONG. 


Pox of this {ooling,and plotring of late, 


Whar a porther, and lir has it kept in the 
Stare ? 


Leethe Rabblc run mad with Suſpicions, and Fears, 
Letthem ſcuſfle, and jar, till they go by the cars: - 
Their Grievances never ſhallcrouble my pate, 


SoI can enjoy my dear Bottle at quict. 


"$4 
H. 


har Coxcombs were thoſe, who would barre 
._ »,. theircaſe 
And their Necks for a Toy, a thin Waker and Mak? 
Arold Tybarn they never had needed to ſwing, 
the oy been bur rrye SubjeRts ro Drink,and theif 
ng; 
A Friend, and a Borele js all my deſigh ; 


He has no room for Treafon, rhat's py pl 
Wine, | 


We: It; | 
{ mind not the Members. and makers of Laws, 


Ler chem fir or Prorogus, as his Majeſty pleaſe : -- ; 


Let them damn us to Woollef2T'll neyer tepine 

Art my Lodging, wher dend; fodtive Ilfave Wine ' 
Yet oft in my Drink I' can hardly forbeat / - 
Fo curſe them tor makjng my Claret ſo'dear: 


nd 
_— 


16z The Good Fellow.” 
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We've a good King alrcady : and he deſerves laugh- 


cer 


That wil! trouble his head with who ſhall come 
after : 


_ here's to his Health, and'T wiſh he may 


As free from all Care, and all Trouble, as we. 


V. 
What careI how Leagues with the F7o/ander go? 


Or Intrigues betwixt Sidney, and Monficur 
D 4vaux ? 


What concerns it my Drinking, if Caſa! beſold, 
If the Conquerour take it by Storming,or Gold ? 
Good Bordeaux alone is the place that [ mind, 


And when the Fleet's coming, I pray for a Wind. 


- VI. The 


| The Bully of France, that aſpites to Renown 
By dull cutting of Throats,and vent'ring his own ; 


'Lethim fight and be damn'd, and make Marches, 
and Treat, 


| To afford the News-mongers, and Coffee-houſe _ 
Chat: + 
He's but a brave Wretch, while Iam more free, 


More ſafe, and a thouſand times happier than 
He. 


VII 
Come He, or the Pope, or the Devil to boot, 
Or come Faggor, and Stake; Icarenot a Groat; 
Never think that in Smithfield 1 Porters will heat : | 
No, I ſwear, Mr fox, pray excuſe me for that, Y + ies) 
Pl drink in defiance of Gibber, and Halcer, ' 
This is the Profeſſion, that never will alrer, 


—_— 
_—_ 
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The Perſon of Spencer # brought in, 
Diſſuading the eAuthor from the 
Study of  KSog and ſhewing how 
little it u eſteem'd and encouraged in 
this preſent Age. 


NE night, as | was pondering of late 

Oa all the mis'ries of my hapleſs Fare, 
Curſing my rhiming Stars, raving in vain 
Ar all the Pow'rs, which over Poets reign : 
In came 2 ghaſtly Shape, all pale, and thin, 
As {ome poor Sinner, who by Prieſt had been, 
Under along Lent's Penance, ſlarv'd, and whip'd, 
Or par-boil'd Lecher, late from Hot-houlſc erept : 


Famiſh'd 


"jS £ s 
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Famdiſt's his Looks appear'd, his Eyes ſunk in, 


Like Morning-Gown about him hung his Skin; 
A Wreath of Lawcel on his Head he wore, 
A Book, inſcrib'd the Fairy Queen, he bore. 

By this I knew him, roſe, and bow'd, and faid, 
Hail reverend Ghoſt ! all hail moſt ſacred Shade ! 
Why this great Viſit ? why vouchſaf d to me, 
| The meaneſt of thy Britiſh Progeny? 

Com'ſt thou in my uncald, unhaiow'd Muſe, 
Some of thy mighty Spirit to infuſe } 

If ſo; lay on thy Hands, ordain me fit 

For the high Cure, and Miniſtry of Wit ; 
Let me (I beg) thy great Inſlruftions claim, 


Teach me to tread the glorious paths of Fame : 
Teach me ( for none does better know than thou ) 
How, like thy ſelf, I may immortal grow. 

Thus did I (peak, and ſpake ir ina'ſtrain, 
Above my common rate, and uſual yein; 
As if inſpir'd by preſence of the Bard, 
Who witha Frown. thus toreply was heard, 
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In ſtile of Satyr, fuch wherein of old 
He the. fam'd Tale of Mether Hubberd told, 
I cot come, fond [deot, ereit be too late, 


Kindly-ro warn thee of thy wretched Fate : 


Take hced betimes, repent, and learn of me 


To ſhun the dang'rous Rocks of Poetry : 
Had I the choice of Fleſh and Bloud again, 


To att once more in Life's tumultuous Scene ; 


I'd be a Portcr, or a Scavenger, 
A groom, or any thing, bur Poer hcre : 
Haſt thou obſerv'd ſome Hawker of the Town, 


Who through the Strcers with diſmal Scream and 
Tone, 


Cries Matches, Small-coal, Brooms, Old Shohes and 
JI. Boots, 


Socks, Sermons, Ballads, Lies, Gazerts, and Vorcs? 
So unrecorded to the Grave I'd go, 

And nothing bur the Regiſtertell, who : 

Rather thar poor unhcard-of Wretch I'd be, 

Than the moſt glorious Name in Poetry, 


Withall its boaſted Immorrality : 


| © % KA Ada I berg, TTLN LEGS. 
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Rather than He, who ſung on Phrygie's Shore, | 
The Grecian Bullies fighting for a Whore : | 
Or He of Thebes, whom Fame ſo much extols Pd - 
For praiſing Jockies, and New-market Fools. 

So many now, and bad the Scriblers be, 
'Tis ſcandal robe of the Company : 
The foul Diſeaſe is fo prevailing grown, 


So much the Faſhion of the Court and Town, 
Thar ſcarce a man well bred incither's decm'd, 


But who has kill'd, been often clapr, and oft has 
rhim'd: 


Th: Fools are troubled with a Flux of Brains, 
And cach on Paper ſquirts his filthy ſenſe : 

A leaſh of Sonnets, and a dull Lampoon 

Ser up an Author, who forthwith is grown 

A manof Parts, of Rhiming, and Renown : | Pty | 
Ey'nthit vile Wrerch,who in lewd Verſe each year 
Deſcribes the Pageants, and my good Lord May, 
Whoſe Works mult ſerve the next EleCtion-day 


For making Squibs, and under Pics to lay, 
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Yercouttshigglelſ of the infoired Tis: 
And dares in thought the ſacred Name profane, 

\ But i it nought ( thou'lt ſay ) in Front to flaud, 
With Lane! crown'd by White, or Loggan's hand? 
Is it not great, and glorious 16 be known, | 
Mart'd out ,aud gaz'd at thro the wond"ring Town, 
By all the Rab» paſſing »þ and down ? 

$6 Oats and Bedloe have been pointed ar, 

And every buſie Coxcomb of the State : 

The meaneſt Felans who through 7o/bors go, 


Moreeyes, and looks than twenty Poets draw : 
If this be all, go, have thy poſted Name 

Fix'd up with Bills of Quack, and publick Sham; 
To be the ſtop of gaping Prentices, 

And read by reeling Drunkards, when they pils ; 
Orelſeto lic expes'd on trading Stall, 

(=) While the bilk'd Owner hires Gazertts to tell, 
'Mongft Spagicls loſt,that Author does nor ſell. 


——r— 
Perhaps, fond Fool, thou ſoorh'ſt thy lf in 


With hopes of purchaſing a laſting Name ? 

Thou think'ſt perhaps thy Trifles ſhall remain, 
Like ſacred Cowley, and immortal Ben? 

But whoof all the bold Adventurers, 

Who now drive onthe trade of Fame in Verſe 
Can be enſur'd in this unfaithful Sea, , 
Where there ſo many loſt ang ſhipwrack'd be 2 
How many Poems writ in ancient time, 

Which thy Fore-fathers had in great eſteem, 
Which in thecrowded Shops bore any rate, 

And ſold like News-Books, and Afﬀairs of State, 
Have grown contemptible, and lighted ſince, 

As Pordage, Fleckyo, or the Britifh Prince ? 
(Uuarles, Chapman, Feywood, Withers had Applauſe, 
And Wild, and Ogilby in former days 


But now are damn'd to wrapping Drugs,and Wares» 


Andcursd by all their broken Sationers; 


Q Su Berlumn, Sol, TY 
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And ſo may*ſt thou perchance paſs ap and down,' 
And pleaſe a while rh'admiring Court,and Town, 
Who after ſhalc in Dack-lane Shops be thrown, \ 


To-mould with Silveſter, and Shirley there, 


And truck for Pots of Ale next Stourbridg-Fair. 
Mar), 2 Then who'l nor laugh to ſee th' immortal Name 
; Ay > To vile Mundungus made a Martyr Flame? 
Y \ \*x Andall thy deathleſs Monuments of Wit, 
| Wipe Porters Tails, qr mount in Paper-kite? 


But, grant thy Poctry ſhould find ſucceſs, 
And ( which is rare) the ſqueamiſh Criticks pleaſc; 
Admit, it ready and prais'd| and courted be 
By this nice Age, and all Poſterity ; 
It chouexpeCteſt ought but empty Fame ; 
Condemn thy Hopes, and Labours to the Flame: 


— — as. n—_— = _—  " 


The Rich have now lcarn'd only to admire, 


He, who to greater Favours docs aſpire, 


Is merccnary thought, and writes to hire : 


Would'ſt thou to raiſe thine, and thy Countrics 
Fame, 


Chuſe ſome old Eng/iſb Hero for thy Theme, 
Bold 


. ol 
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Bala Arthur, or great Edward's greater Son, 
Or our fifth FZarry, matchleſs in'Renown, 
Make Agincourt, and Crefſy Fiiclds outvie 2) / | 
The fam'd Lavinian Shores, and Walls of Troy; Ge 
What Scipio, what Mzcenas would'it thou find, 
What Sidney now to thy great Project kind? 
Bleſs me ! how great (Genius ! how each Line lit / 
Is big with Senſe ! how glorious a Deſign ' 
Does thro the whole, and each Proportion ſhine ! 
How hfty all his Thoughts, and haw inſpir'd ! 
Pity, ſuch wondrous Parts are nit preferr d: 


- 


Cries a gay wealthy Sot, who would nor bail 
For bare five Pounds the Author out of Jail, 
Should he ſtarve there, and rot ; who if a Brief 
Came out the necdy Poers to relieve, 

To the whole Tribs would ſcarce a Teſter give. 
Bur fifry Guinnies for a Whore and Clap ; 


The Peer's well us'd, and comes off wond'rous 


cheap : 
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A Poet would bedear, and out o'rh' way, 
Should hc'expett abovea Coach-man's pay : 
For this will any dedicate, and lye, 
And dawb the gaudy Aſs with Flattery 
For this will any proſtiturs his'Senſe 
To Coxcombs void of Bounty, as of Brains? 
Yer ſuch is the hard Fate of Writers now, * 


They're forc'd for Alms to cach great Name to 
; bow: 


Fawn, like hcr Lap-dog, on her tawdry Grace, 
Commend her Beauty, and bely her Glaſs, 

By which ſhe every morning primes her Face: 
Sneak to his Honour, call him Witty, Brave, 
And Juſt, tho a known Coward, Fool, or knave, 
And praiſe his Lineage, and Nobility, 
Whoſe Arms at firſt came from the Company. 


— —_ — 
— a — ——_ 


Tis fo,'twas ever fo, ſince heerofars. - 
The blind old Bars, with Pog and Bell before, 


Was fain to ſing for Bread from door to door ; 


A'SATTR. ' 2973 
The needy Muſes all turn'd Gypſies then, SH 
And of the begging Trade Cer ſince have been : | 
. Should mighty Sapphoin theſe days revive, 

And hope upon her ſtock of Wit.ro live 

She muſt ro Creſwe/'s trudg ro mend her Gains, 

And let her Tailto hire,as well as Brains. 

What Poet ever fin'd for Sheriff? or who 

By Wit and Senſe did ever Lord Mayors grow 2 

My own hard Uſage hereI need not preſs, 
Where you have every day before your face 


Plenty of freſh reſembling Inltances : 

Great Cowley's Muſe the fame jl! Treatment had, 

Whoſe Verſe ſhall live for ever to upbraid 

Th'ungratcful World, that left ſuch Worth un-| 
paid, 

Walter himſelf may thank Inheritance 

For what hcelſe had never got by Senſe. 

On Butler who can think withoutuſt Rage, 


The Glory, and the Scandal of the Age ? 
DÞ 
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Fair ſtood his hopes, when firſt he came to Towng-/ | 
Met every where with welcomes of Renown, - - | 
Courrted, and lov'd by all, with wonder read, 


Ang promiſes of. Princely Favour fed : H 
Bur what Reward forall had he ar laſt, $, 
Atter a Life indull expeQtatice paſe'd ? N 
The Wretch at ſumming up his miſ-ſpent days B 
Found nothing left, but Poyerty, and Praiſe : vi 
Of all his Gains by Verſe he could notfave , | 5 
+ Enoughto purchale Flannel, and a Grave : V 
Reduc'd ro want, he in due time fell ſick, / 
Was fain to dic, and be interr'd on tick: F 
And well might bleſs the Fever that was ſent, Y 
Torid him hence, and his worſc Fate prevent. E 
* You've ſcen what fortune other Pocts ſhare ; 
View next the Faftors of the Theatre : 4! 
Thar conſtant Mart, which all che year doeshold, 
Where Staple wit is barter'd, bought, and fold; \ 
Here trading Scriblers for their Maintainagce, 
And Livelihood truſt to a Lott'ry chance ; 9 


But 
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But who his Parrs would in the Service ſpend, 
"Where all his hopes on Vulgar Breath depend ? 
Where every Sot, for paying ha'f a Crown, 

Has the Prerogative to cry him down? 

Sidley indeed may be content with Fame, 


Nor care ſhould an ill-judging Audience damn : 
But Ser: and the Reſt, char wrir for Pence, 
Whoſe whole Eſtate's an ounce, or two of Brains, 
Should athin Houſe on the third day appear, 
Muſt ſtarve, or liye in Tatrers all the year. 

And what can we expett that's brave and great, 
Froma poor needy Wretch, that writes to cat 2 
Who the ſucceſs of the next Play muſt wair 


For Lodging, Food, and Cloaths, and whole chict 


care 

- Is how toſpunge for the next Meal, and where ? 
Hadſt thou of old in flouriſhing Athens liv'd, 

When all the learned Arts in Glory thriv'd, 

When mighty Sephocles the Stage did ſway, 


And Pocts by the State were held in pay ; 


'T were 


- 
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"Twere worth thy Pains to caltivate-thy Muſe, 
And daily wonders then it might produce ; 
But who would now write Hackney to a Stage, 
That's only thought the Nuiſance of the Age? 
Goaſfter this, and bextthy wretched Brains, 
And coil to bring in thankleſs Ideots means : 
Turn o're dull Horace,and the Claflick Fools, 
To poach fer Senſe, and hunt for idle Rules : 
Be free of Tickets, and the Play- houſes, 
1.4 ' Tomakeſome tawdry Ares there by Prize, 
/ And ſpend thy third Days gains *twixt her clap'd 
Thighs. Oe Wn 

All Trades, and all Profeſſions here abound, 

And yct Encouragement for all is tound : 


Here a vile Emp'rick, who by Licence kills, 
Who every Weck helps to increaſe the Bills, 
Wears Velver, keeps his TIE: Whore beſide, 
For whar leſs Villains muſt co 7ybarn ride. 

There a dull trading Sor, in Wealth o'regrown 


By thriving Knavery, can call his own. 
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Adozen Mannors, and if Fate till bleſs, 
Expett as many Countics to pollcls. p 


Punks, Panders, Bawds, all their duc Penſions gain, 

And every day the Great Metts Bounty drain : 

Laviſh experice on Wit, has never yet 

Been rax'd amongſt the Grievances of State, 

The 7Turky, Guinny, India Gainers be; 

And all but the Poetick Company : ; 

Each place of Trafhick, Bantam, Smyrna, Zant, W Px 


Greenland, Virginia, Sevil, Alicant, ; 

And France, that ſends us Dildoes, Lace, and Wine, 

Vaſt profit all, and large Rerurns bring in: 

Parnaſſus only is that barren Coaſt, 

Where the whole Voyage, and Adventure's loſt. 
Thenbe advis'd, the flighted Mule forlake, 

And Coke, and Dalton for thy ſtudy take: 

For Fees each Term {wcat in the crowded Hall, 


And there for Charters, and crack'd Titles bawl: 


- 
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Where M——d thrives, and pockets more each 
May ay, Year 

Than forty Laureats of the Theater, 


Oreclſe to Orders, and the Church betake 
Thy ſelf, and that thy furure Refuge make : 


There ta) tawn on ſome proud Patron to engage 
Th'Advow »wſon of call Punk, and Parſonage: 


Or ſooth, the Courrgand preach up Kingly Right, 


kk... we Fu _ Hes Hud 


To gain a Prebend'ry, and Mitre by'r. 

In fine, turn Perttifogger, Canoniſt, 

Civilian, Pedant, Mountebank, or Pricſt, 
Soldicr, or Mcrchant, Fidler, Painter, Fencer, 
Jack-pudding, Juggler, Player, or Rope-dancer : 


Preach, Plcad, Cure, Fight, Game,Pimp,Beg,Chear, 
or Thicve ; 


hk oo at © as ©. an od 


Beall but Poet, and there's way to live. 

But why do in vain my Counſel ſpend 
On one whom there's ſo lictle hope to mend 2? 
Where I perhaps as fruitleſly cxhort, 


As Lenten Doctors, when they Preach at Court ? 


Not 
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Not enter'd Punks from Luſt they onee have tried, 


Not Fops, and Women from Conceity and Pride, 
NotBawds from Impudence, Cowards from Fear, 
Nor ſcar'd unfeeling Sinners paſt Deſpair, 
Arc half ſo hard, and ſtubborn to reduce, 
Asa poor Wretch, when once poſſals'd with Muſe. 
If therefore, whar I've ſaid, cannot ayail, 
Nor from the Rhiming Folly thee recal, 
But ſpite of all thou wilt be obſtinate, 
And run thy felt upon avoidlels Fate; 
May'ſ{t thou go on unpiried, till thou be 
Brought to the Pariſh, Bridge, and Beggary: 
Till urg'd by want, like broken Scriblers, thou 
—Turn Poct to a Booth, a Smithfeld-Show, 
And write Heroick Verſe for Bartholmew; 
Fhen lighted by the very Nurſery, 


May'ſt thou at laſt be ferc'd ro ſtarye, like me. 


SATYR| 


In Imitation of the Third of 


TJUVENATL. 


SIE rn tte nm 


Written, May, 1682. 
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The Poet brings in a Friend of his, giving him 
an account why be removes from London to 
live in the Country. 


HO much concern'd to leave my dear old 
Fricnd, ws 


pa » 4 
I muſt however his Deſign commend 
. Of fixing in the Country : for werel 


AS tree rochuſe my Reſidence, as he ; 


mn. 


The Peake, the Fens, the Hundreds,or Lands.end, 
| would prefer to Flee:ſtreet, or the Strand. 
Whart place ſodeſart, and ſo wild is there, 
| Whoſe Inconveniencics one would not bear, 
Rather than the Alarms of midnight Fire, 
The falls of Houſes, Knavecy of Cits, 
The Plots of FaCtions, and the noiſc of Wits, 
And thouſand other Plagues, which up and down 
Each day and hour inteſt the curled Town ? 

As Fate wou'll have'c, on the appointed day 


Ot parting hence, I met him on che way, 


Hard by Mile-ent end, thc placcſofam'sd of late, 5 


In Proſe, and Verlc for the great Fations Treat 5 + 


Here we ſtood ſtill, and attcr Complements 

Ot courſe, and wiſhing his good Journey hence, 
I askK'd what ſudden caulcs made [tim flic 

The once-lovd Town, and his dcar Company : 
When, on the hated ProſpcCt looking back, 


Thus with uſt cage the good old 7imon ſpake; 
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Since Virtuc here in no replay is had, 


Since Worth is ſcorn'd, Learning and Senſe un 
paid, 


And Knavery the only thriving Trade; | 

Finding my flender Fortune every day 

Dwindle, and waſtc inſenſibly away, 

L, like a loſing Gameſter, thus retreat, 

To manage wilclicr my laſt ſtake of Fate: 

While I have ſtrength, and want no ſtaff toprop 

My tott'ring Limbs, e're Age has made me ſtoop 

Bencarh its weighr, e'rc all my Thread be ſpun, / 

And Lite has yet in ſtore ſome Sands to run, 

'Tis my Reſolve to quit the nauſeous Town. ( : 
Let thriving Morecraft chuſc lis dwelling there, 


Rich with thc Spoils of ſome Young ſpend-thrilt 
Heir : 


Lztthe Plot-mongers ſtay behind, whoſe Art 
- 
Can Truth ro Sham, and Sham ro Truth convert : 


Who cver has an Houſe to Build, or Ser, 


His Wiſe, his Conſcicnce, or his Oath co let : 


CO EE io oy 
Who ever has, or hopes for Offices, ” A 
A Navy, Guard, or Cuſtom-houſe's Place: 

© Let ſharping Courriers ſtay,who there are great 

' By putting the falſe Dice on King, and State. 


, Where they,who once were Grooms,and Foot-Boys 
known, 


Are now to fairEſtates, and Honours grown ; 
Nor need we envy them, or wonder much 
Ar their fantaſtick Greatneſs, ſince they're ſuch, 
Whom Fortune oft in her capricious freaks 
Is plcas'd to raiſe from Kennels, and the Fakes, 
To Wealth, and Dignity aboye the reſt, 

8 Whenſhe is frolick, and diſpos'd to jeſt. 

[ live in Loxdon 2 Whar ſhould I do there 2 

I cannot lye, nor flatter, nor forſwear : 
I can't commend a Book, or Piece of Wit, 
(Thoa Lord were the Author ) dully writ : 
I'm no Sir Sydrophel to rcad the Stars, % 


And caſt Nativities for longing Heirs, 
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When Fathers ſhall drop off: no Gadbury 

To tell the minute,when the King ſhall die, 


And you know what —come in: nor can I ſteer, 


And rack abqut my Conſcience, whenloe're, 
To a new Point, I ſce Religion vecr. 


Let others pimp to Courrier's Lechery, 
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I'll draw no City-Cuckold's Curſe on me : 
Nor would I doit, tho to be made prear, 
Andrais'd to the chict Miniſtry of State. | 
Therefore I think it fit to rid the Town 

Of one, that is an uſclcſs member grown. 

P. , ; Beſides, who has pretence to Favour now, 

f WW, But he, who hidden Villany docs know, 


EPO Whoſe Breaſt docs with ſome burning Secret 
glow ? 


By none thou ſhalt preferr'd, or yalued be, 
Thar truſls thee with an honeſt Secreſic: 
He only may togreat mens Fricadſhip reach, 


Who Great Men, when he plcaſes, can impeach. 


OL He EBT favanal if, 4 
Let others thus aſpireto Dignity ; | | : 
For me, I'd not their cnvied Grandeur buy «a Yeds 
For all ch' Exchange is worth, that Pauls will coſt, D vey | 
Or was of late in the Scotch Voyage loſt. $ ; 
Whart would it boot, if I, to gain my end, % 


Forgo my Quiet, and my caſe of mind, 


Scill fcar'd, at laſt betray'd by my great Friend. ? 
Another Cauſe, which I muſt boldly own, 

And not the leaſt, for which I quit the Town, 

Is to behold it made the Common-ſhore, 

Where France dotsall her Filth, and Ordure pour : 

Whar Spark of true old Engliſh rage can bear 

Thoſe, who were Slaves at home, to Lord ic here 2 

We've all our Faſhions, Language, Complements, 

Our Muſick, Dances, Curing, Cooking thence; 

And we ſhall have their Pois'ning too'c're long, 4, 


hy. ———_— o Ld 
If ſtill in the improvement we goon. a4 


What would'ſt thou ſay, great Harry, ſhould'ft *® ; 
thou view - 


Thy gawdy flutt'ring Race of Engliſh now, 


/ Able with eage to put down cither HWoate 


—— and —_— 


| What Would'ſt thou fay to ſee th* infeted Town 


With the fowl Spawn of Forciners o're-run? 
Hicher from Par, and all Parts they come, 
The Spue, and Vomit of their Goals at home ; 
To Court they flock, and to St. James his Square, 
And wriggle into Great Mens Service there: . 
Foot-boys at firſt, till they, from wipipg Shooes, 
Grow by degrees the Maſters of the Houſe: 
Ready of Wir, harden'd of Impudence, 


Boththe King's Player, and King's Evidence : 
Flippant ef Talk, and voluble of Tongue, 


With words at will,no Lawyer better hung ; 
Soſter than flattering Court-Paraſite, 

Or Ciry-Trader, when he means to cheat ; 
No Calling, or Profeſſion comes amils, 

A needy Monfieur can. be what he pleaſe, 


Groom, ' 


- in Initationof he Thord of Javenal. t7 
\ Groom, Page, Valet, Qu: - , Operator, Fencer, 
Perfumer, Pimp Jack pudding, Juggler, Dance 
Give burthe word; the Cur will ferch lines 
Come over tothe Emperour, or King : 
Or, if you pleaſe, fly o'recthe Pyramid, 
Which F—-» and the reſt in vain have tried, 

Can I haye patience, and cadure to ſee 
The paltry Forein Wretch rake place of me, 
Whom the fame Wind, and Veſlel brought aſhore, 
That brought prohibited Goods, and Dijdoes o're 2 
Then, pray, what mighty Priviledge is there 
For me, chat at my Birth drew Eng/i/b Air 2 
And where's the Benefit to have my Veins 
Run Britiſh Bloud, if there's no difference! 
*Twixt me, and him, the Statute Freedom gave, 
And made a Subject of a truc-born Slave? 

But nothing ſhocks, and is more loath'd by me, 
Than the vile Raſcal's fulſom Flatrery : 
By help of this falſe Magnifying Glaſs, 
A Louſe, or Flea ſhall for a Camel paſs: 


Producean hideous Wight, more ugly far 
Than thoſe ill Shapes, which in old Hangings are, 


He'l make him ſtrait a Beau Garzon appear : 


- » »d _ . 
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, Commend his Voice, and Singing, tho he bray 
#t, orſe than Sir Martin Marr-allin the Play : 

And if heRhime ; ſhall praiſe for Standard Wit, 

More ſcurvy ſenſe than Pryn, and Vickars Writ, 
And here's the miſchict, tho we ſay the ſame, 

He is believ'd, and we are thought to ſham : 

Do you but ſmile, immcdiately rhe Beaſt 

Laughsour aloud, tho he ne'r heard the Jeſt ; 


Pretend, you're ſad, he's preſently in Tears, 
Yer gricves no more than Marble, when it wears 
Sorrow in Metaphor : but ſpeak of Heat; 

O God ! how ſultry 'tis 2 hel ery, and ſweat 


30 Of Cold; the: Wearther-glaſs is ſunk again : 
(* | Then he! calltor bis Ecize-Campaign,and ſwear 
DH 'Tis beyond Eighty, he's in Greenland here. 


_—_ ' 
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"Indepth of Winter : ſtrait, if you complain 
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Thus he ſhifts Scenes, and oft'nerina day 

Can change his Face, than Actors ata Play: 

There's noughr fo mcan, can ſcape the flatr'ring 
Sort 


- Not his Lord's Snuff-box, nor his Powder-Spot : - | 

If he bur Spir, or pick his Tecth; hel cry, 1 

HH ow every thing becomes youA let me die, [ | 

Tour Lordſhip does it moſt judiciouſly : 

And ſwear, 'tis faſhionable, it he Snceze, 

Extremely taking, and it needs muſt pleaſe. 
Beſides, there's nothing ſacred, nothing free 

From the hot Satyr's rampant Lechery: 

Nor Witec, nor Virgin-Daughter can cſcape, 

Scarce thou thy ſelf, or Son avoid a Rape : 

All muſt go pad-lock'd : if noughr cl{crhere be, 

Suſpett thy very Stables Chaſtity. 

By this the Vermin into Secrets creep, 


Thus Families m awe they ſtrive ro keep, 
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What living for an E»g/:/b man is there, | 
Where ſuch as theſe get head, and domineer, 
' Whoſe uſe and cuſtom 'tis,never to ſhare. 


A Friend, but love to reign without diſpute, 

Without 2 Rival, full, and abſolure 2 

Soon as the Inſet gets his Z7ononr's car, 

| , And fly-blows ſome of's poys'nous malice there, 
Strait I'm turn'd off, kick'd out of doors, diſcarded, 
And all my former Service diſregarded. ( 
Burt leaving theſe Meftenrs, for fear that / 

Be thought of the Si/k-Weavers Mutiny, [ 

From the loath'd ſubjc&t let us nina on, p 
£ 
/ 


To mention other Grieyances in Town * 

And further, what Reſpett art all is had 

Of poor men here ? and how's their Service paid, 
Tho they be ne'r ſo diligentto wair, 

To ſneak, and dance attendance on the Great ? 


No mark of Favour is to be obtain'd 


\ 


<< 


By enc,that ſues,and brings an empty hand : 


in Imitation of the TVird of Juvenal. | ry © © 
And all his merit is but made a Sporr, | 
Unleſs he glut ſome Cormorantar Courr. 

'Tis now a common thing, and uſual here, 
To ſec the Son of ſome rich Uſurer 
Take place of Nobles, keep his firſt-rate Whore, 
And fora Vaulting bout, or two give more 


Than a Guard-Captains Pay : mean while the 
Breed 


Of Peers, reduc'd to Poyerty, and thee {\/q4 

Are faintotrudg to the Bazk-fide, and there | 

Take up with Porters leavings, Suburb-Ware, 

There ſpend that Bloud, which their great Anceſtor 

So nobly ſhed at Creſſy heretofore, | 

Ar Brothel-Fights in ſome foul Common-ſhore. 
Produce an Evidence, tho juſt he be, 

As righteous Job, or Abraham, or He, 


Whom Heaven, when whole Nature ſhipwrack'd 
Was, 


” 


Thought worth the ſaving, of all humane Race, 
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Or: Fother, who the Ft, | 
When Sodow's Lechers Angels would have rap'd ; 
How rich he is, muſt the firſt queſtion be, 

Next for his Manners, and Iategrity : 

They'l ask, what Equipage be keeps, and what 
He's reckon'd worth in Money, and Eſtate, 

For Shrieve how oft be has been known to fine, 

And with how many Diſhes he does dine : 

For look what Caſh a perſon has in ſtore, ' 

Juſt ſo much Credit has he, and no more : 

Should I upon a thouſand Bibles Swear ; , 


And call each Saint throughout the Calendar: 


"To vouch my Oath; it won't beraken here ; 


The Poor ſlight Heav'n, and Thunderbolts ( they 
think ) 


And Heav'n it ſelf docs at ſuch Trifles wink. 
Beſides, what ſtorc of gibing ſcofts arc thrown 

On one, that's poor, and mcanly clad in Town ; 

If his Apparel ſeem but overworn, 

His Stockings out at hecl,or Breeches torn ? 


| 
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One takes occaſion his ript Shooe to flour, 


And ſwears 'thas been at Priſon-Grares ung our: 


Another ſhrewdly jeers his coarſe Creyat, 

Becauſc himſelf wears Point + a third his Har, 

And moſt unmercifully ſhews his Wit, _ 

If it be old, or does not cock aright : 

Nothing in Poverty fo ill is born, 

As its expoſing men to grinning ſcorn, 

To be by tawdry Coxcembs pifs'd upay, 

And made thejeſting-ſtock of each Buffoori. 

Turn out there,Friend | (cries one at Church)the Pew 
Is not for ſuch mean ſcoundrel Curs, as you : | 
*Tis for your Betters kept: Belike, ſome Sor; 

"That knew no Father, was on Bulks begor : 

But now is rals'd to an Eſtate, and Pride; 

Let Gripe and Cheatwel take their Places tlicre; 
And Daſbthe Scriy'ners gawdy ſpatkiſh Heir, 
Thar wears three ruin'd Orphans on his back : 
Mean while you inthe Alley ſtand, and ſheak 1 
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Almighty Wealth does put ſuch difference. 
Whar Citizen a Son-in-law will take, 

Bred ne'r fo well, that can't a Joynrer make ? 
What man of ſenſe, that's poor, e're fummon'd is 
Amongſt the Common-Council to advilc ? 

Ar Veltry-Conſulrs when docs he appcar, 

For chooſing of ſome Pariſh-Officer, 


£$<et Or making Leather-Buckets for the Choir ? 
oo \\ —— 
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'Tis hard forany man toriſe, that feels 

His Virtue clogd with Poverty at heels: 

Bur harder 'tis by much in Londox, where 

A ſorry Lodging, coarſe, and ſlender Fare, 

Fire, Water, Breathing, cvery thing is dear: 
Yer ſuch as cheke an carthen Diſh diſdain, 
With which their Anceſtors, in Edgar 's Reign, 
Were ſerv'd, and thought it no diſgrace to dine, 
Tho they were rich, had ſtore of Leather-Coin. 


Low as their Fortune is, yer they deſpiſe 


A man that walks the ſtrcersin homely Frize: 
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nat ruth, great part of England tow 
In their own Cloth will ſcarce vouchſafe to go: 
Only, the Statutes Penalty to ſave, 
Some few perhaps wear Woollen in the Grave. 
Hereall go gaily dreſt, alrho it be We 
Above their Mcans, their Rank, and Quality : 
The moſt in borrow'd Gallantry are clad; 
For which the Tradeſmen's Books ate ſtill uripdid : 
This Faulr is common in the meancr ſort, 
Fhac they muſt nceds affatt ro bear the Port 
Of Gentlemen, though they want Income for'r. 
Sir, to be ſhort, in this expenſive Towtl 
There's nothing without Money to be done : 
What will you give to be admitccd thete, 
And brought to ſpeech of ſome Courr:Miniſtet ? 
What will you give to have the quarter face, 
The fquint and nodding go:by of his Grace 
" His Porter, Groom, and Steward mult have Fees; 
And you may ſec the Tombs, and Tow'r for lels : 


Q z Hard 


-— 


196 "22> 4 CH7 Th 
Hard Fate of Suitors ! who mult pay,and pray 
To Livery-ſlaves, yet oft goſcorn'd away. 
Who e'rcat Barnet, or S. Albans fears 
To have his Lodging drop abour his cars, 
Unleſs a ſudden Hurricane beſal, 
N) Or ſuch a Wind as blew old Neto Hell? 
Here we build ſlight,what ſcarce out-lafts the Leaſe, 
Without the helps of Props, and Buttreſſes: 


And Houſes now adays as much require 

To be enſur'd from Falling, as from Fire. 

Th Mgayidings are ſubſtantial, tholeſs near, 

And kept withcare both Wind, and Water-tight : 

There you in ſafe ſecurity are bleſt, { 

And nought, but Conſcience todiſturb your Reſt, 
[ am for living where no Fires aftright, 

No Bells rung backward break my ſleep atnight : 

I (carce lie down, and draw my Curtains here, 

Bur ſtrait I'm rous'd by the next Houſe on Fire : 

Pale, and halt dead with Fear, my felt I raiſe, 


And find my Room all over ina blaze: 
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By this 'thasTeiz'd onthethird Stairs, and T+ 

Can now diſcern noother Remedy, 

Bur leaping our at Window to get free : 

' Forif the Miſchief from the Cellar came, 

Beſure the Garret is the laſt, takes flame. 
The movecables of pnday, were a Bed 

For him, and's Wiſe, a Piſs-pot by its ſide, 

A Looking:glaſs upon the Cupboards Head, 

A Comb-caſe, Candleſtick, and Pewter-ſpoon, 

For want of Plate, with Desk to write upon: 

A Box without a Lid ſery'd to contain / 


b 
Few Authors, which made up his Vatican : 
EE Yes oe, © OL OTOD 


And there his own immortal Works were laid, | 


On which the barbarous Mice for hunger prey'd: 
P 
And yet ſhould he have loſt this Nothing too, 


had nothing, all the world does know ; 


No one the wretched Bard would have ſuppli'd 


With Lodging, Houſe-room, or a Cruſt of Bread, 


OY went 
Bur if the Fire burn; down ſome Great Man's 


Houſe, 
All ſtrait arc intereſſed in the loſs : 
The Court is ſtrait in Mourning ſure enough, 
The A&, Cammencement, and the Term pur off: 
Then we Miſchances of the Town lament, 


And Faſtsare kept, like Judgments to prevent. 
Out comes a Brief immediately, with ſpeed 
To gather Charity as far as Tweed. 

Nay, while 'tis burning, ſome will ſend himin 
Timber, and Stone to build his Houſe agen: 
Others choice Furniture : here ſome rare picce 
Of Rubens, or Vandike preſcatcd is: 

Therc a rich Suit of Moreclack-Tapeſtry, 

A Bed of Damask, or Embroidery a 

One gives a fine Scritore, or Cabinet, , 
Anothera huge maſlic Diſh of Plate, 

Or Bag of Gold; thus he at length gets more 

| Bykind misfortune than he had before: 


drawn, 
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is Imitation of the Third of Juvenal. 
And all ſuſpeR. ir for alaid Defign, 
As if he did himſelf the Fire begin. 
Could you but beadvis'd to leave the Town, 
And from dear Plays, and drinking Fricnds be 


An handſom.Dwelling might be had in Xent, 

Surrey, or Eſſex, at achcaper Rent 

Than what you're forc'd togive for one half year 

Tolf, like Lumber, ina Garret hcre : | 

A Garden there, and Well, thatngcds no Rope, * 

Engine, or Pains to Crane its Watcrs up : 

Wateris there through Natures Pipes convey'd, 

For which no Cuſtom, or Exciſe is paid: 

Had I the ſmalleſt Spot of Ground, which ſcarce 

Would Summer half a dozen Graſhoppers, 

Not larger than my Grave, tho hencc' remote, 

Far as St, Michaels Moxut, would goto't, 

Dwell there content, and thank the Fates to boor, 
Here want of Reſt a nights morc People kilis 

Than all the College, and the weekly Bills: 
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Where none have tl tat 
Whoſe Purſes can compound for their Repoſe : | 
In vainIgo to bed, or cloſe my eyes, 

Methinks the place the middle Region is, 
Where I lie down in Storms, in Thunder riſe: 
The reſtleſs Bells fuch Din in Stceples keep, 


That ſcarce the Dead can in their Church- yard 
ſleep; 


Huzza's of Drunkards,Bell-mens midnight-Rhimes, 
The noiſe of Shops, with Hawkers carly Screams, 
Beſides the Brawls of Coach-men, when they mect, 
And ſtopin turnings of a narrow Street, 
Such a loud Medly of confuſion make, 
As drowſte 4 ——r on the Bench would wake. 

It you walk out in Bus'neſs ne'rTo great, 
Ten thouſand ſtops you muſt expe to meet : 


Thyck Crouds in every Place you muſt charge 
through, 


And ſtorm your Paſſage, whereſoe'r you go: 
While Tides of Followers behind you throng, 
And, preſſing on your keels, ſhove you along : 
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One 


Some tread upon your Corns, perhaps in ſport; 
Mean while your Legsare cas'd all o're with Dirt. 
Here youthe March of a ſlow Funeral wait, 
Adyancing tothe Church with ſolemn State: + 
There a Sedan, and Lacquies ſtop your way, i 
Thar bears ſome Punk of Honour to the Play : 
Now you ſome mighty piece of Timber meer, 
Which corvring threatens ruine to the Streer : 
Next a huge Portland Stone, for butiding Pauls, 
It ſelf almoſt a Rock, on Carriage rowls: | 
Which, if it fall, would cauſe a Maſſacre, 
And ſerve at once to murder, and interr. 

| If wharT'veſaid can't from the Town aftright, 
Conſider other dangers of the Night : 

When Brickbats are from upper Stories thrown, ©. 
And emptied Chamber-pots come pouring down - - 
From Garret Windows : you have&tauſe to bleſs 
The gentle Stars, if you come off with Piſs; 
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So many Fates attend, a man kad need, TI 
Ne'r walk without a Surgeon by his ſide : _ T 
And he can hardly now diſcreet be thought, - .' Wl A 
Thar does not make his Will, cre he goour. H 
If this you ſcape, twenty to'one, you meer Fe 
Some of the drunken Scowrers of the Screct, A 
Fluſh'd with ſucceſs of warlike Decds perforn'd, V 
Ot Coaſtables ſubdu'd, and Brothels ſtorm'd : W 
Theſe, if a Quarre], or a Fray be miſt, | D 
Arc illatcaſc a nights, and want their Reſt, $ 
For miſchict isa;Lechery to ſome, | F 
And ſerves to make them ſlecp like Lasdaninn. $, 
Yet heated, as they are, with Youth, and Wine, F; 
If rhey diſcern a Train of Flamboes ſhine, -- I 


If a Great Man with his gilt Coach appear, ' þ 
And a ſtrong Guard of Foot-boys in the rear, 5 
The Raſcals ſncak, and ſhrink their Heads for fear. i 
Poor me, who uſe no Light to walk abour, ( 
Save what the Pariſh, or the Skies hang our, / 


They + 
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They value not : 'ris worth your while to hear 
The ſcuffle, it that be a ſcuffle, where | 
Another gives the Blows, I only bear : \V 
He bids me ſtand : of force I muſt give way, | 
For 'twere a ſenſleſs thing to diſobey, 

And ſtruggle here, where I'd as goed oppoſe 

My ſelf tro P—— and his Maſtifts looſe. 

Who's there ? he cries, and takes you by che Throat; 
Dog ! are you dumb 2 Speak quickly, elſe my Foot -- 
Shall march about your Buttocks: whence d'ye come, | 


From what of Bulk: ridden Strumpet reeking home 2 
Sqving your reverend Pimpſbip, where dye ply ? 
How may one have a Job of Lechery ? 

If you ſay anything, or hold your peacc, 
And ſilently go oft ; 'ris all a caſc : 

Still he lays on : nay well, if you ſcape fo : 
Perhaps he'l clapan Afton on you too 

Of Battery : nor need he fear to meet 

A Jury to his turn, ſhall do him righr, 
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And bring him in large Damage for a Shooe 
Worn out, beſides the pains, in kicking you, 

A Poor Man muſt expe& nought of redreſs, 

Bur Parience : his beſt way inſuch a caſe 

Is to be thankful for the Drubs, and beg 

That they would mercifully ſparc one leg, 

Or Arm unbroke, and ler him go away 

With Teeth enough to cat his Meat next day. 
Nor is this all, which you have cauſeto fear, 

Oft we encounter midnight Padders here: 

When the Exchanges, and the Shops are cloſe, 

And the rich Tradeſman in his Counting-houſe 

To view the Profits of the day withdraws. 
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Hither in flocks from Shooters-Hill they come, 
| To ſcek their Prig;and Booty nearer home : 
Tour Purſe ! they cry ; 'tis madneſs to reſiſt, 
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Or ftrive with a cock'd Piſtol at your Breaſt : | 
And theſe cach day foſtrong and numerous grow, 


The Town can ſcarce afford them Jail-room now, 


Happy 


In Imitation of the third of Juvenal «26, 
Happy the times of the old Zeptarchy, 
Ere London knew ſo much of Villany : 
Then faral Carts through Zo/born (cldom went, 
And 7Tyburn with few Pilgrims was content : 
A lefs, and ſingle Priſon then would do, 
And ſerv'd the City, and the County £00, 
Theſe are the Reaſons, Sir,which drive me hence, 
To which I might add more; would Time diſpenſe, 
To hold you longer ; but the Sun draws low, 
The Coach is hard at hand, and I muſt go : 
Therefore, dear Sir, farewcl ; and when the Town 
From better Company canſpare you down, 
To make the Country with your Preſence bleſt, 
Then viſit your old Friend amongſt the reſt; 
ThereTl find leiſure ro unlade my mind 
Ot what Remarques I now muſt leave behind : 
The Fruits of dear Expcrience, which with cheſe 
Improv'd will ſerve for hints, and notices ; 
And when you write again, may be ofulc 


To furniſh Satyr for your daring Muſe. 


Dithyrambick. 


The Drunkards Speech in a Mak," || *© 
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= Written in Aug. 1677. 
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ES, you are mighty wiſe, I warrant, mighty 
wiſc | 
Wirth all your godly Tricks, and Artifice, 
Who think to chouſe me of my dear and pleaſant 


Vice. 
Hence holy Sham! in vain your fruitleſs Toil 


Go, and ſome unexpericnc'd Fop beguile, 


To 
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Toſome raw'enc'ring Sinner cant, and Whine, 
Who never knew the worth of Drunkenneſs and 

Wine. - © - 

I've tried and-prov'd, and found it all Divine: | 

It is reſoly'd, I will drink on, and die, 

I'll nor one minute loſe, not T, 

To hear your troubleſom Divinity : 
Fill me arop-tull Glaſs, I'll drink ir on the Knee, 
Confuſion ro the next that ſpoils good Company. 
I. 


That Gulp was worth a Soul,like it, it went, 


And thorowout new Life, and Vigour ſent: 
I feel it warm at once my Head, and Heart, 

I feel it allin all, and all inevery parc. 
Let the yile Slaves of Bus'neſs toil, and ftrive, 
Who waat the Leiſure, or the Wir to live; 
While we Life's redious journey ſhorter make, 


Oy thoſe Joys which they lack ſenſe to 
take. 
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Thus live the Gods ( if ought above our ſelycs 
there be ) 
They live ſo happy, unconcern'd, and free: 
Like us they fir, and witha careleſs Brow 
Lauphar the petty Jars of Humane kind below: 
Like us they ſpend their Age in gentle Eaſe, 


Like us they driak ; for what were all their Heay'n, 
alas! 


If ſober, and compell'd to want that Happineſs. 
Hl. 
Aſſiſt almighty Wine, for thou alone haſt Power, 
Andother I'll invoke no more, 
Aſſiſt, while wichyuſt Praiſc I thee odore ; 
Aided by thee, I'darc thy worth rehearſe, H 


In Flights above the common pitch of groveling WW A 
Verſe. 


Thou art the Worlds great Soul, that heay'nly 
Fire, 


Which doſt our dull half-kindled maſs inſpire. 
We nothing gallant, an above our ſelves produce, 
Till chou do'ſt finiſh Man, and Reinfuſc. 
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Thou: art the only ſource ve all, che world calls 
great, _ 

Thou didfſt the Poets firſt,and they the Gods create: 


To thee their Rage, their Hear, their Flame they 
OWe, 


Thon waſt half ſhare with Art, and Nature roo. MA / | 
They owe their Glory, and Renown to thee; 


Thou giv'ſt their Verſe, and chem Ecernity. IJ | 
Great Alexander, that big'ſt Word of Fame, 
Thar fills her Throat, and almoſt rends the ſame, 
Whoſe Valour found the World too ſtrait a Stage 
For his wide Vittories, and boundleſs Rage, 
Gor not Reputc by War alone, bur thee, 

He knew, he ne'r could conquer by Sobricty, 


And drunk as well- as fought for univerſal Mo- 
narchy. 


IV. 
Pox o that lazy Claret / how it ſtays 
Were it again to paſs the Seas ; 
'T would ſooner bein Cargo here, 2 
Tis now a long Eaſt-India Voyage, half a year. 


: P 'Sdeath! 


wt 
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'Sdeath ! here's a minute loſt, an Age, Imean, 


Slipt by, and ne'r to be retriev'd again. 


For pitty ſuffer not the precious Juyce todie, 


- Lerus prevent our own, and its Mortality : 


Like it,our Life with ſtanding and Sobricty is palld, 


And like it too, when dead, can never be recall'd. 


Puſh on the Glaſs, let it mcaſure out cach hour, 
For every Sand an Hcalth let's pour : 
Switt as the rowling Orbs abovE, 

And let it too as regularly move: | 


Swift as Hcav'ns drunken red-fac'd Traveller, the 
Sun, 


And never reſt, till his laſt Race be done, 
Till time it ſelf be all run our, and we 


Have drunk our ſelves into Eternity. 


i 
Sixina hand begin! we'll drink it ewice apiece. 
A KRealth to all that love, and honour Vice. 


Six more as oft to the great Founder of the Vine, 
( A God he was, I'm fure,or ſhould have been ) 


The 
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The ſecond Father of Mankind Imcant, 


He; when theangry Pow'rs a Deluge ſent, 


When tor their Crimes our ſinful Race was 
drown'd, 


The only bold, and vent'rous man was found, 


Who durſt be drunk agen, and with new Vice the 
World replanr. 


The mighty Patriarch 'twas of bleſſed Ma- 
mory, 


Who {cap'd in the great Wreck of all Mortality, 


And ſtock'd the Globe afrelh with a brave drinking 
Progeny, 


In vain would fpighttul Nature us reclaim, 
Who to ſmall Drink our /7e thought fitto damn, 
And ſect us out o'th' reach of Wine, 


In hope ſtrait Bounds could our vaſt Thirſt con. 
fine. 


He taught us firft with Ships the Seas to roam, 
Taught us from Forcin Lands co fereh ſupply, 


Rare Art ! that makes all the wide world our 
® home, . 


Makes every Realm pay Tribute to our Luxury, - 


of VI. Adicu 
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| VI, 
Adicu poor tott'ring Reaſon ! rumble down ! 
This Glaſs ſhall all thy proud uſurping Powers 


drown, 
And Wir on thy caſt Ruin ſhall cre&t her Throne 
Adicu, thou fond Diſturber of our Life ! 


Thar check'ſt our Joys, with all our Pleaſure artat 
{trite: 


T've ſomething brisker now to govern me, 
A more cxalted noble Faculty, 
Above thy Logick, and vain boaſted Pedantry. 
Inform me, if you can, yereading Sorts, what 'ris, 
Thar guides th' uncrring Deities: 
They no baſc Reaſon to their Attions bring, 


Bur move Bf ſome more high, more hcavenly 
thing, 


And arc wirhour Dclibcration wilc : 
Ev*a ſuch is this, at lcaſt 'ris much the ſame, 


For which dull Schoo!men never yet could find 2 
name, 


4 DIT HTRAMBICKH, nh 
Call ye this madneſs ? damn thar ſober Fool, 


('Twas ſure ſome dull Philoſopher, ſome reas'ning 
Tool ) 


Who the reproachful Term did firſt devile, 
And broughta ſcaridal.gn/the beſt of Vice. 
Go, ask me, what's the rage young Prophets feel, 
When they with holy Frenzy reel: | 
Drunk with the Spiritsof infugd Divinity, 
They rave, and ſtagger, and #& mad, like me. 


VIL 
Oh, whatan Ebb of Drink have we ? 
Bring ttsa Deluge, fill us up the Sca, "I q 
Let rhe vaſt Ocean be our mighty Cup; 
We'll drink'r,and all irs Fhes too like Loaches up. 
Bid the Canary Fleet land here: we'll pay 
TheFraight, and Cuſtom too deiray: 
; Set every mana Ship, and when the Store 


Is emptied ; let them ſtrair diſpatch, and Sail for 
more: 
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Tis gone: and now have at the Rhine, 


With all irs petty Rivulers of Wine: 


The Empire's Forces with the Spani/wwell com- 
bine, 


We'll make their Drink roo in'confederacy joyn. 


'Ware France the next : this Round Bourdeaux 
ſhall ſwallow, 


Champagn, Langon, and Buzgund)y (hall follow. 
Quick ler's foreſtal Loraiv ; 


We'll ſtarve his Army, all their Quarters drain, 


And withour Treaty put anend to the Campagn, 


Go, ſer the Univerſe tilt, turn the Globe up, 
Squeeze our the laſt, rhe low unwilling Drop : 


' A pox of empry Narure! ſince che World's drawn 
dry, 


Tis time we quit mortality, 
Tis time we now give out, and dic, 
Leſt weare plagu'd with Dulnels and Sobriety. 
Beſer with Link-boys, wc'll in triumph go, 


A Troop of ſtagg'cing Ghoſts down to the Shades 
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Drunk we'fl march off, and reel intothe Tomb, 
Natures convenient dark Retiring Room ; 


And there, from Noiſe remov'd, and all cumultuous 
{trite, | 


Sleep out the dull Fatigue, and .long Debaugh of 
Lite. 


[ Tries to go off, but tumbles down, and falls 


aſleep, 


OF 


Mr. Jobn Oldham 


IN 


VERSE and PROSE. 


j 
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LONDON: 


Printed for 7. H=dmarſh , Bookſeller to his Royal 
Highneſs, at che Black Bullin Cornbil, 1684: 


Advertiſement. 
He Author of theſe following Po- 


ems being dead, the Publiſher 
thought fit to acquaint the W. orld, that 
the os why he expoſed them now in 
Print, was not ſo much for his own In- 
tereſt ( tho a Bookseller that arſclaims 
Intereſt for a pretence, will no more be 
believed now adays, than a thorough pa- 
ced Phananck, that pretends be makes 
a jotirney to New England. pnrely for 
conſcience ſake ) but for ſecuring the re- 
putationof My.Oldham ; which might 
otherwiſe bave ſuffered from worſe hands; 
and ont of a defare he has to print the laſt 
Remains of his friend fmce he had the 
00d fortune to publiſh his firſt Pieces, 
A 2 He 


Advertiſement. 


He _— that it is the greateſt 
piece of mjuſtice to publiſh the —_ 
Works of Authors, eſpecially ſuch, that 
we may ſuppoſe they had brought to the 

le and ſent out with mere advantages 
into the World, had they not been pre- 
vented by untimely death ; and therefore 
aſſures you he had never preſumed to print 
theſe followings Adiſcellames , had they 
not al; 2ady been countenanced by men of 
ungue.i0nble repute and efteem. 

He is not of the ſame perſwaſun with 
ſeveral utiers of his own profeſſion, that 
never. care how much they leſſen the re- 
 putation of the Poet, if they can but mn- 

bance ihe value of the Book; that ran- 
ſechthe Studies of the T_T and print 
allthat paſſed under the Author's hana, 
from Fifteen to Forty, and upwards * and 


(as the mcomparable Mr. Cowley has 
expreſt 


Advertiſement, 
expreſt it ) think arude heap of ill placed 
Stones a better Monument than a neat 
Tomb of Marble. 

For the Deſcription of the Country 
P— ( the only part in this Bookthat be 
' Judges liable to exception) he makes youno 
Apology at all ; For to men of candor and 
judoment any thins that comes from 

Mr. Oldham wil certainly be accepta- 
ble; toothers that are reſolved todamn at 
firſt ſight he thinks a defence of this na- 
ture ſignifies nomore thana Plantif}s per - 
ſwaſions to a hungry Fuds after twelve. 
However be ts very confident that the reſt 
of. Mr. Oldham's pieces will abundant- 
ly atone for one unfiniſhed draught, and 
that noman of ſenſe and reaſon will qua- 
rel at one bad half Crown, in ago0d, round, 


ſubſtantial lump of Meney. 
To 
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To the MEmMory of 


Mr.O LD H AM. 


Arewe), too little and too lately known, 

Whom I began to think and call my own ; 

For ſure our Souls were near ally'd ; and thine 

Caſt inthe ſame Poetick mould with mine. 

One common Note on either Lyre did ſtrike, 

And Knaves and Fools we both abhorr'd alike: 

To the ſame Goal did both our Studies drive, 

The laſt ſet out the ſoonelt did arrive. 

Thus Niſus fell upon the ſlippery place, ( Race, 

While his young Friend perform'd and won the 

O early ripe ! tothy abundant ſtore 

What could advancing Age have added more ? 

It might ( what Nature never gives the young ) 

Have taught the numbers of thy native Tongue. 

But Satyr needs not thoſe, and Wit will ſkine 

Through the harſh cadence of a rugged line. 

A noble Error, and but ſeldom made, 

When Poets are by too much force betray'd, 

Thy generous fruits, though gather'd ere their 
prime 

Still ſhew'd a quickneſs; and maturing time 

But mellows what we write tothe dull ſweetsof\' 
Rime. 

Once more, hail and farewel ; farewel thou yourg, 

But ah"too ſhort, Marcellus of our Tongue; 

Thy Brows with Ivy, and with Laurels bound ; 

But — gloomy Night encompals thee a- 
round. 


JOHN DAYDEN. 
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Author! Epitaphium, 


Oc, 6 Viator, marmore condite 
Charge recumbunt Exuvie brevene 
Viventis ( oh ! ſors dura ) vitam, 
Precoce caelum anims petentis. 
Nee prepedita eſt Mems celeris di, 
Dnin Puftularum mille tumoribus 
Efflornit, pertiſque mille Tal”. 
Prepes iter patefecit altune. 
Muſarum Alummes jim fuit, artibus 
InſtruGus almi;,-quas, ſtudio pio, 
Atq; aure quam fidd repoſtas, 
Oxon1) coluit Parents. 4 
Hic quadrienxis premia Filis Fj) 
Dijgnus recepit, Vellera candida, y {0 
Collati Honoris ſigna, necnon 
Innocui ſimulacra cordis. 
Sed mane montis ſumma cacumind 
Aſcendit ardens, Pierio jugo 
nſedit, atqz errore niulto 
Ipſum Helicona ſcatere vidir. 
Nunc pura veri Flumina per ſpicit, in 
Nunc mira Mundi ſemina concipit, 
Pulchraſq, primevi figuras, 
In ſpeculo ſpecies creante. | 
At Ta, Viator, Numina poſcito, Le 
Ot diſſolutis reliquijs, vaga 
Dum mens remieret, detur———gb | /# 
lerra levis, placiduſq; ſommes. 
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On te - Deabef Ms Jobs _ 
A Pimdar.que Paſtoral” Ode, 


Stanza 1, 


Ndoubtedly 'tis thy poouijer Tut, 
Ab, miſerable Hd agen | [* 
Thou art candemn'd.alone., | 
 B To bear the Burthen of a wretched Lifg,.; 
| I Still in-this howling Wilderneſs to roam, , 
While/all thy Boſam-triends v 
And leave theeto lamenc them hete! A 
Thy 'dear Alexir would aot ſtay, | ue” 
Joy of _Y Life, and Pleaſure of. Fang IVY 
Dear Alexis (went away | 
With an invincible Surprize 5. | 
Th' Angel-like Youthearly; diflik d this State, #2 
And cheartully fubniimed to bis Fare.; ., - | 
Never did*Soul of a Celeſtial Birth - ) 5 
Inform a purer piece of Earth. - 
O that 'twere not In Vain, 
To wiſh what's-paſt might be retriey'd again! 
Thy Dotage, thy Alexis, then; --'.- - | | 
Had anſwer'dall thy Vows and Pray'rs, 
And Crowa'd with a—_ Joys thy Myer Hairy, 
Lord to OT wars js | Jyingforeol Men. 


Andchou, wy! Prod, haft left me to9, 
Menglees| paor Wi even thou, 
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Of 


Of whom fo loudly Fame has ſpoke 
In the Records of her immartal Book, | 
Whoſe diſtegarded Worth Ages tocome | 
Shall wail wich Indignation o'er thy Tomb. 
Worthy wert thou to live, as long-as Vice 
Should need a Saryr, oy or 7 an 
Might trembleat the La poetick . 

gh Th' untutor'd Worldin after Tis 

May live uncenſur'd for thejr Crimes,” 
Freed from the Dreads of thy reforming Pen, 
Turn to old Chaos once again. 

Of all th' inftruGive Bards, whoſe more than Thebes 


L Wo | 
Could | ſavage Souls with manly Thoughts inſpi 
Movalow worthy was wht 07 
Say, you his Fellow-Shepherds that ſurvive, r 
Tell me, you mournful Swains, 
Has my ador'd Menalcas left behind; 
In all theſe penfive Plains 
A gentler Shepherd with a bravermind: 
Which of you all did more Majeſtick Show, 
Or wore the Garland on a ſweeter Brow? 
, Hi 
— — But wayward Afiragon reſolves no more 
The Loſs of his Menalcas to deplore: 
The place to which he wiſely is withdrawn 
Is altogether bleſt; 
There no Clouds o'erwhelm his Breaſt, 
No Midrfight Carescan break his Reſt 3 
For all iseverlaſting cheerful Dawn. 
The Poer's Bliſs there ſhall be long 
Perfe@t Eaſe and ſoft Receſs z 
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PRAM TA STPEX 


The 
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- 
ones 


The treachZivas Worldne more real him on 
And Nog ty rboarmonwreobh 
it 
"8 adorn'd with th Beansof Light) 
the unthinki 


exlthy "oels didery 


And the dull w 
he that dies'the Muſes Friend, - / 
He needs 50 Obelipue, no-Pyramid 3&1? 
He nels ne 0 tis dhatrers top rovides/!; 
For he ho wee foreſee his Praiſe et neverend, 


Thema Flatmen, 


"I : Fe * . - . o - mo 3 % ” 4 


In memory of the Author: 


Ake this ſhort-ſfummon'd looſe iinfiniſht Verſe 
Cold as thy Tomb, and ſuddainas thy Hearſ 

From my ſick Thoughts thou canſt no better craves 
Who ſcarce drag Life, and erivy thee thy Grave. 
Me Phebus always faintly did inſpire, 
And gave niy narrow Breaſt more ſcanty Fire. 
My 1 bla-Maſe through hvmble Meads ſought Spoil, 
Colledng little Sweets with mighty Toilz 
Yet when ſome Friend's juſt Famedid Theme afford, 
Her Voice amonglt the tow'riog $wans, was beard. 
In vain for ſuch Attendance now [ call, 
My Ink o'erflows with Spleen, dy Blood with Gull 
A 4 et, 


Yet, ſweet Alexis, my Eſteem of thee | 
Was equal to thy Worth and Love for me. 
Deathis thy Gain—— that Thought affects me moſt, 
I care-not what th' ill-natur'd World has loſt. 
For Wir with thee expir'd, how ſhall I grieve? 
Who grudge th' ingrateful Age what thoudidl(t leave, 
The Tribhte of their Verſe let others ſend, 
And mourn the Poet gotie, I mourn the Friend, 
Enjoy thy Fates-—+ thy Predeceſſors come, 
Cowley and Batley to: condut thee home. 
Who would not ( Butler cries) like me engage 
- New Worlds of Wit to ſerve a grateful Age ? 
For ſuch Rewards what Tasks will Authors ſhun? 
I pray, Sir, is my Monwmert begun? 

Enjoy thy Fate,thy Voice in Anthems raiſe ; 
So well tun'd here on Earth to our Apollo's Praile: 
Let meretire,while ſome fublimer Pen _ 
Performs for thee what' thou' haſt *dohe for Homer 
and for Bey. : 

| LOS > 


NJ hg 


On the enſuing Pens of Mr, John Oldham 
and the Death of his good Friend the ingeniou 
Author. 


Bſcure and cloudy did the day appear, 
As Heaven deſign'd to blot it from the year; 
The Elements all ſeem'd to diſazree, 
At lea(t, I'm ſure, they were at ſtrife in me : 


Pollclt 


Poſſeſt with Spleen, which Melancholy bred, _ 
When Rumor told me that my F was dead, 
That Oldham honour'd for his early ond 

Was cropt, like a ſweet Bloſſom from the Earth, 
Where late he grew,delighting every Eye ' 

In his rare Garden of Philalophy. 

The fatal Sound new Sorrows did infuſe, 

And all my Griefs were doubled at the News: 

For we with mutual Arms of Friendſhip (trove, 
Friendſhip the true and ſolid part of Lovez 
And he ſo many Graces bad in ſtore, . ' * \ 
That Fame or Beauty could not bind me more. 
His Wit in his immortal Verſe appears, 

Many his Vertues were, tho' few his Years; 

Which were fo ſpent as if by Heaven contriv'd, 
To laſh the Vices of the longer liv'd. | 
None wasmore skilful, none more learn'd than he, 
A Poet in-its facred Quality: 

Inſpir'd above, and could command each Paſſion, 
Had all the Wit without the AfﬀeCtation. 

A Calm of Nature ſtill poſleſt his Soul, 

No canker'd Envy did his Breaft controul : 
Modelt as Virgins,that have never known 

The jilting Breeding of the nauſeous Town z 

And eafie as his Numbers that. ſublime 

His lofty Strains, and beautifie his Rhime, 

Till the Time's [gnomy infpir'd his Pen, 

And rowz'd the drowſie Satyr from his Den; 
Then fluttering Fops were his Averfion (till, _ 
And felt the Power of his Satyrick Quill. 

The Spark whoſe Noife proclaims his empty Pate, 
That ſtruts along the Mal with antick Gate 
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And all the Phylli: and the CÞloris Fools 
Were damn'd by his inveCtive Muſe in Shoals. 
Whoon the Age look'd with impartial Eyes, 
And aim'd not at the Perſon, but the Vice, 

To all true Wit he was a conſtant Friend, 

And as he well could judge, could well commend, 
* The mighty Homer he with Care perus'd, 

And that great Gerizs to the World infus'd x 
Immanrtal Virgil, and Lucretins too, 

And all the Seeds o'th' Soul his Reaſon knew: 
Like Ovid, could the Ladies Hearts aflail, 

With Horace fing, and laſh with Juvenal. 
Unskill'd in nought that did with Learning dwell, 
But Pride to know he underſtood it well. 

Adicu thou modeſt Type of perfe& Man 

Ah, had not thy PerfeCtions that began 

In Life's bright Morning been eclips'd fo ſoon, 
We all had bask'd and wanton'd in thy Noon 3 - 
But Fate grew envious of thy growing Fame, 
And knowing Heav'n from whence thy Crenizs came, 
Aſlign'd thee by immutable Decree 

' A glorious Crown of Immortality, 
Snatch'ttheefrom all thy mourning Friends below, 
Juſt as the Bays were planting on thy Brow. 

Thus worldly Merit has the Worlds Regard; 

But Poets in the next have their Reward; 

And Heaven in Oldham's Fortune ſeem'd to ſhow, 
No Recompence was good enough below : 

So'to prevent the Worlds ingrateful Crimes, 
Enrich'd his Mind, and bid him die betimes. 


T. Durfs 


b———— 


On the Death of Mr. John Oldham. 


Eark ! is it only my prophetick Fear, 
Or ſome Death's (ad Alarum that I hear? 
By all my Doubts 'tis Oldbam''s fatal Knell ; 
It rings aloud, eternally farewel: 
Farewell thou mighty Gerzzs of our llle, 
Whoſe forward Parts made all our Nation ſmile, 
In whom both Wit and Knowledge did conſpire, y\ 
And Nature gaz'd as if (he did admire c 
How ſuch few years ſuch Learningcould acquire: 2; 
ay ſeem'd concern'd that we ſhould hardly find 
Sd ſharp a Pen,and ſoſerene a Mind. 
= then lament; let each diſtracted Breaſt 
With univerſal Sorrow be poſleſt. 
Mourn, mourn, ye Muſes, and your Songs give o'er; 
For now your lov'd Adonis 1s go more. 
He whom ye tutor'd from his Infant-years, 
Cold, pale and ghaſtly as the Grave appears: 
He whom ye bath'd in your lov'd murmuring Stream, 
Your daily pleaſure, and your mighty Theme 
Is now no more; the Youth, the Youth is dead, 
The mighty Soul of Poetry is fled; 
Fled &'er his Worth or Merit was half known; 
No ſooner ſeen, but in a Moment gone : 
Like to ſome tender Plant, which rear'd with Care, 
At length becomes moſt fragrant, and moſZ fair ; 
A 4 Long 


Eſteem'd ſecure from Thunder, Storm or Rain; 

Then comes a Blaſt, and all the Work is vain. 

- Burt Oh! oy Friend, _ on more rehearſe 
al Numbers inthy pleaſing Verſe? 

In —_— A in — ow 72 ? 

In Paſſion moving, and-in Rage auſterc| 

Virgil in Jy nt, Ovid in"Delight, 

An caſte Thought with a Meomian Flight ; 

Horace in Sweetneſs, Juveral in Rage, 

And even Biblis muſt each Heart engage ! 

Juſt in his Praiſes, and what molt defire, 

Wou'd flatter none for Greatneſs, Love or Hire ; 

Humble, though courted, and what's rare to fee, 

Of wondrous Worth, yet wondrous Modeſty. 

So far from Oftentation he did ſeem, 

Thar he was meaneſt in his own Eſteem. 

Alas, young man, why wert thou made to be 

Art once our Glory and our Milery ? 

Our Miſcry in loling thee is more 

Than could thy Lite our Glory be before : 

For ſhou'd a Soul celeſtial Joys poſlcfs, 

And (traight be baniſh'd from that Happinels, 

O"h, where would be its Plealure? where ut£Gain 7 

TheBliſs once taſted but augments the Pain: 

So having orice ſo great a P11z* in thee, 

- How much rhe heavier muſt our Sorrows be ? 

For if ſlich Flights were in thy younger Days, 7 

What ifthou'd't liv'd, O what had been thy Praiſe { 

Frernal Wreaths of never-dying Bays: 

But thoſe ate due alreadyto thy Name, 

Which ſtands enroll'd in tke Records of Fame; 


Long does it thrive, and long its Pride, maintain, : 


Ard 
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And though thy Remains to Aſhes turn, 
With laſting Praiſes we'lt ſupply thy Lira, © 
Which like Sepulchral Lamps ſhall ever- burn, 

But hold / methinks, great Shade, I ſee thee rove 


Through the ſmooth Path of Plenty, Peace andLovez 
Where Ber. ſalutes thee f(t, o'erjoy'd to fee 

Fhe Youth that ſung his Fame and Memory : 

Great Spencer next, with all the learned Train, 

Do greet thee in a Panegyrick Strain: 

Adonis is the Joy of all the Plain. 


Tho. Andrews, 
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DAMON, n ECL OGUE 
Ou the untimely Death of Mr. Old- 


ham. 


A. 


Corydon. Alexis, 


Eneath a diſmal Yew the Shepherds fate, 
I) And talk'd of Damon's Muſe and Damor's Fate : 
Their mutnal Lamentations gave them Eaſle; 
For ſometimes Melancholy it (elf does pleaſe: 
Like Philomel abandon'd to diſtreſs, 
Yet ev'n their Griefs in Muſick they expreſs. 

Cor. I'N| ſing no more fince Verſes want a Charm, 
The Mulzs could not their own Damon arm : R 
(4 


At leaſt I'll touch this uſeleſs Pipe no more 


Unleſs, like Orplear I could Shades reſtore. 
A. Rather, like , celebrate your Friend, 
And with your Muſick Hell it ſelf ſuſpend : 
Tax Proſerpine of Cruelty and Hate, 
And — Damon's Muſe, and Damon's Fate. 
C. 
Lord, how the very London-brutes did gaze! 
Sharp was his Satyr, nor allay'd with Gall; 
'T was Rage, 'twas generous Indignation all. 
A. Oh had he liv'd. and to Perfection grown, 
Not like Marce/xs, only tobe ſhown ; 
He would have charm'd their Sence a. nobler way, 
Taught Virgins how to figh, and Prieſts to pray. 
C. Let Prieſts and Virgins then to him addreſs, 
And in their Songs their Gratitude expreſs, 
While we that know the Worth of eafie Verſe, 
Secure the Laurel to adorn his Herſe. 
A. Codrus,you know,that ſacred Badgedoes wear, 
And 'twere injurious notto leave it there; 
Bur fince no Merit can ſtrike Envy dumb, 
Do you with Baccar, gaard and grace his Tomb. 
C. While you(dear Swain)with unaffeed Rhine, 
Majeſtick, ſad, and ſuited to the Time, 
His Name to future Ages conſecrate, 
By praiſing of his Muſc,and mourning of his Fate. 
A. Alas, I never muſt pretend to this, 
My Pipe ſcarce knows a Tune but what is his : 


Let future Ages then for Demon's ſake, 
From hisown Works a juſt [da take. 


Damon ſung, he ſung with ſuch a Grace, 
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Yet then, but like Alcides he'll be ſhown, 
And from his meaneſt part his Size beknown. 
- C. *Twill be your then to ſet it down? 
A. . Once and but ſo Heav'n and Fateordain) 
I met the gentle Youth upon the Plain, 
Kindly, cnies he, if you Alexis be, 
And though I know you not you multhbe he, 
Too long already we have Strangers been x 
This Day, at leaſt, our Friendſhip muſt begin. 
Let Buſineſs, that perverſe Intruder, wait, 
To be above it is poetical and rue 
Then with = Nard our Heads did ſhine, 
While rich Sabean Spice exalts the Wine ; 
Which to a juſt Degree our Spirits fir'd ; 
But he was by a greater God inſpir'd : 
Wit was the Theme, which he did well deſcribe, 
With Modeſty unuſual to his Tribe. #& 
But as with ominous Doubts, and aking Heart, 
When Lovers after firſt Enjoyment part, 
Not half content ; for this was but a Taſte, | 


And wond'ring how the Minutes flew fo faſt, 
They vow a Friendſhip that ſhall ever laſt. 

So we but Oh how much am I accurs'd ! 
To think that this laſt Office is my firſt. 


Occafioned 


——— 


Octaſroned by the preſent Edition of the 
- enſuing Ribs Doh Ft 
ingenious Author. 


Urs'd be the day when firſt this goodly Iſle 
Vile Books, and uſclefs thipking did defile. 

In Greek and Latin- our Time we walte, 
When all is Pain and Wearineks at belt: 
Mountains of Whims and Doubts we travel o'er, 
While treacherous Fancy dances on before: 
Pleas'd with qQur Danger (till we ſtumble on, 
To late repent, and are too ſoon undone. 
Let Bodigy now in its own Ruines hie, 
By th' common Hangman burnt for Hereke. 
Avoid the naſty learned Duſt, *'twill breed 
More Plagues than ever Jakes or Dunghils did. 
The want of Dulneſs will the World undo, 
'Tis Learning makes us mad and Rebels too, 
Learoing, a Jilt which while we do enjoy, 
Shly our Reit and Quiet ſteals away ; 
That greedily the Blood of Youth receives, 
And nought but Blindneſs and a Dotage gives. 
Worſe than the Pox, or ſcolding Woman fly 
The awkward Madneſs of Philoſophy. 
That Bedlam Beſs, Religion never more 
Phantaſtick-pre-ball'd, antick Drefles wore : 
Opinion, Pride, Morolencls gives a Fame 3 
'Tis Folly, chriſten'd with a modiſh Name. 
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Let 


Let dull Divinity no mbredelighe ; | 

It ſpoils the Man, ad makes an Hypoerite. 

The chief wy es = tree 

By Cringe pe, mony. 

The humble Clown will beſt the Goſpel teach, 

And i»ſpir'd Ign'rance ſounder DoGrines preach. 

A way to Heav'n mere Natwre' well does ſhew, 

Which — Diſputes can never know. 

Yer (till proud Tyrant Sexce in Pomp appears, 

And claims a Tribwte of full threeſcore Years. / 

Sew'd in a Sack, with Darkneſs circl'd round, 

Each man muſt be with Snakes and Mozkeys\drown'd. 

Liborious Folly, and compendious Art, 

To waſte that Life whoſe longeſt Date's too ſhort. 

Laborious Folly,” to wind up 'with Pain | 

What Death unravels ſoon; and renders yain. ' 

We blindly hurry 6n in myftick ways, 

Nor wiſely tread the Paths of ſolid Praife. 

There's nought deſerves one precious oy ors) | 

But Poetry, the nobleſt Gift of Fate, 

Which after Death doesa more laſting Life beget.. / 

Not that which ſuddain, frantick Heats produce, 

"_— Wine and Pride, not Heav'n ſhall raiſe the 

Mule. 

. Not that fmall Stock which does Tran(lators make; 
That Trade poor —_ -Poetaſters take - 

/ But ſuch, when God his Fiat did expreſs, 

And powerful Nutnbers wrought an Univerſe. | 

With ſuch great-David tun'd/ his charming Lyre; 

That even Saxl and Madneſ; could admire, 

Wirh ſuch Great Oldbar bravely did excel; 

That David's Lamentation ſung fo well, 


Oldham | 
_ 
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Oldbem | the Man that could with Judgment write, 
Onr Oxford's Glory, and the World's Delight. 
Sometimes in boundleſs keeneſt Satyr bold, 
Sometimes a+ ſoft as thoſe Love-tales he told. 

That Vice could praiſe, and Vertue too diſgrace 
The firſt Exceſs of Wit that c'cr did pleaſe. 

Scarce Cowley fuch Pindarique ſoaring knew, 

Yet by his Reader ſtill was kept in view. 

His Fancy, like Jove's Eagle liv'd above, 

And bearing Thunder (till would apward move. 
Oh Noble Kingſton | had thy lovely Gueſt 

. With a large ſtock of Youth and Life been Bleſt ; 
Not all thy Greatneſs, and thy Vertues ſtore 

Had ſurer Comforts been, or pleaſed thee more. 
But Oh ! the date is ſhort of mighty Worth, 

And Angels never —_— on Earth. 

His ſoul, the bright, the pure Etherial Flame 

To thoſe lov'd Regions few, from whence it came. 
And {pight of what Mankind had long believ'd, 
My Creed ſays only Poets can be fav'd. 

That God has only for a number ſtaid, 

To ſtop the breach, which Rebel Angels made. 
For none their abſence can ſo well ſupply 3 

They are all o're Seraphick Harmony. 

Then, and not that till then the World ſhall burn 
Andits baſe Droſs, Mankind their fortune mourn, 
While all to their old nothing quick return. 

The peeviſh Gritick then ſhall be aſbam'd, 

And for his Sins of Vanity be damn'd. 


Oxon, May the 26th. 1684. T. Weod 
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COUNTERPART 
TO THE | 
SATYRK againſt VERTUE. 
In Perſon of the Aithor. 


| 
Ardon me, Vertue, whatſoc'er thoh art, 
P (For ſure thou of the God-head art a part, 
And all that is of him muſt be 
| The very Deity.) 
Pardon, if I in ought did thee blaſpheme, 
Or mjure thy pure Sacred Name: 
Accept unfeign'd Repentance, Prayers and Vows, 
{ The beſt Atonement of my penitent humble Muſe, 
The beſt that Heav'n requires, or Mankind can pro- 
(duce. 
B All 


2 Cores rpart to 

All my Attempts hereafter ſhall at thy Devotion be, 

| Readyto conſecrate my Ink and very Blood to thee. \ 
Forgive me, ye bleſt Soulsthat dipell above, 

Where you by its reward the worth of Vertue prove, 


Forgive(if you can do't)) whoknow no Paſſion now 
(but Love. I 5, 


And you unhappy happy few, 
Whoſtrive with Life, and Humane Miſeries below, 
Forgive me too, 
If Tin _ diſparag'd them, orelſediſcourag'd you. 
IT. 


Bleſt Vertue! whoſe Almighty Power 
Does to our fallen Race reſtore 
All that in Paradiſe we loſt, and more, © ' 
Lifts us to Heaven, and makes us be 
The Heirs and Image of the Deity. BY 
Soft gentle Yoak! which none but teſty Fools refuſe 
Which before Freedom I would ever chuſe. 
Eaſfie are all the Bonds that are impos'd by thee; 
Eafie as thoſe of Lovers are, 


(! 


The Stty? "faſt Vertue. + 
(IFTwith ought leſs pure may thee compare) 
Nor 'd6 they forte; but only guide our Liberty : 
By ſuch'foft Ties are Spirits above confin'd ; ; 
| So gentleis the Cn which'therf to Good does 


W of © (bind. 
© F Sure Card, heat his Gail and tott-ring;Bark we 
2961 ((teer 


', Thag' iLife's/tempeſtuous Ocean herez; 
Thro' all the tafſivg, Waves of Fear, 
And,dangerous Racks of black Deſpair, | 

Safe in thy Conduct unconcern'd we. move, | 
.'Sgcure from all the xhreatning Storms thatblow, 
From all Attacks of Chance below,” 
And reach the certain Haven of Felicity above. 
LI. 


Felt Miſtreſs of our Souls!, whoſe Charms and Beau- 
ſe Wo ties laſt, 


" And are by very Age encrealt, 
By which all other Glotics are defac'd. 


Thou'rt thy own Dowry, and a greater far 
B 2 p Thar) 
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Than Allthe Race of Woman-kind e'er brought, 
Tho' eachof them like the firſt Wife were fraught, 
-And half the Univerſe did for her Portion ſhare. 
That tawdry Sex, which giddy ſenſcleſs we 
Thro' Ignorance {> vainly Deifie, 


Are all but glorious Brutes when un-endow'd with 
(thee. 


'Tis Vice alone, the truer Jilt, and worſe, 
In whoſe Enjoyment tho' we find 

A flitting Pleaſure, yet it leaves behind 
A Pain and Torture in the Mind, 


And claps the wounded Conſcience with incurable 
Remorſe, 


Oc _ betrays us to the great Trepans of Humane 
Kind. 


I'V. 


Tis Vice,the greater Thraldom, harder Drudgery 

Whereby depofing Reaſon from its gentle Sway 

(That rightful Sovereign which we ſhould obey) 
We undergo a various Tyranny, 


An 


"7 
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And to un-number'd ſervile Paſſions Homage pay. 


Theſe with Aigyptien Rigor us enſlave, 
And govern with unlimited Command ; 

They make us endleſs Toil purſue, 

And (till their doubled Tasks renew, 
Topuſhonour too haſty Fate, and build our Grave, 
Or which is worſe, to keep us from the Promis'd Land. 

Nor may wethink our Freedomto retrieve, 

We ſtruggle with our heavy Yoak in vain : 

In vain we ſtrive to break that Chain, 
Unleſs a Miracle relieves 
Unleſs th' Almighty Wand enlargement give, 
We never muſt expe Delivery, 
Till Death, the univerſal Writ of Eaſe, does ſet us free. 
V. 
Some ſordid Avarice in Vaſſallage confines, 
Like Roman Slaves candemn'd to th' Mimes ; 
Theſe arein its harſh Bridewel laſh'd and puniſhed, 
And with hard Labour ſcarce can earn their Bread. 
Others Ambition, that Imperious Dame, 
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Expoſes etuelly, like Gladiators, here - 
Upon the World's Great Theatre. 
Thro' Dangers and thro* Blood they wade to Fame, 


To purchaſe grinning Honor and an empty Name. 


And ſomeby Tyrant-Luſt are Captive led, 
And with falſe Hopes of Pleaſure fed 4 
"Till tir'd with Slavery to their own Deſires, 


Life's o'er-charg'd Lamp goes out, and ina Snuff e&x- 
(pires, 


V 


Conſider we the little Artsof Vice, 


The Stratagems and Artifice 


Whereby ſhe does attract her Votarics : 
All thoſe Allurements and thoſe Charms 
Which pimp Tranſgreſlors to her Arms, 
Are but foul Paint, and counterfeit Diſguiſe, 
To palliate her own conceal'd Deformities, 
And for falſe empty Joys betray us to trueſolid Harms 
In vain ſh? would her Dowry boalt, C 


Which clog'd with Legacies wenever gain, 
Eut 


The Satyr againſt Vertue. 9 
But with unvaluable Coſt ; 
Which got we never can retain 5 
But muſt the greateſt part be loſt, _ 

To the great Bubbles, Age or Chance, again, 


'Tis vaſtly over-balanc'd by the Joynture which we 
make, 


In which our Lives, our Souls, our All is ſet atStake; 
Like filly Indians, fooliſh we 
With a known Cheat, a loſing Trafhck hold, 
Whilſt led oy an ill-judging Eye, 
W' admire a trifling Pageantry, 
And merchandize our Jewels and our Gold, 
For worthleſs Glaſs and Beads, or an Exchange's Frip- 
an? & 
If we a while maintain th' expenſive Trade, 
Such mighty Impoſt on the Cargo's laid, 
Sucha vaſt Cuſtom to be paid, 


We'reforc'd at laſtlike wretched Bankruptstogive 
out, 


Clapt up by Death, and in Eternal Durance ſhut. 
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What art thou, Fame,for which ſo eagerly we ſtrive ? 
What art thou but an empty Shade 
By the Refleftion of our Attions made ? 
Thou, unlike others, never follow'ſt us alive; 
But, likea Ghoſt, walk'ſt only after we are dead. | 
Poſthumous Toy ! vain after-Legacy! 
Which only ours can be, 
When we our ſelves no more are we ! 
Fickleas vain! who doſt on vulgar Breath depend, 
Which we by dear Experience find 


More changeable, more veering than th' unconſtan 
Wind. 


What art thou,Gold,that cheat'ſt the Miſer's Eyes? 
Which he does ſo devoutly idolize; 

For whomhe all his Reſt and Eaſe does facrifice. 
'Tis Uſe alone can all thy Value give, 

And he from that no Benefit can cer receive. 

Carſt Mineral! near Neighb'ring Hell begot, 


Which all th' Infeftion of thy damned Neighbour 
hood haſt brought, m 
ho! 


The Satyr againſt Vertue. 9 
Thou Bawd to Murthers,Rapes and Treachery. 
e? Andevery greater Name of Villany 
From thee they all derive their Stock and Pedigree. 1 


Thou the lewd World with all its crying Crimes 
doſt ſtore, 


And hardly wilt allow the Devil the cauſe of more. 
And what is Pleaſure which does moſt beguile? 
That Syren which betrays us with a flattering Smile. 

We liſten to the treacherous Harmony, 
Which fipgs but our own Obſequy. 
The Danger unperceiv'd till Death draw nigh; 


Till drowning we want Pow'r to'ſcape the fatal Ene- 
my. 


| VIIL 


How frantick is the wantqn Epicure! 
Who a perpetual Surfeit will endure? 
Whoplaces all his chiefeſt Happineſs 
In the Extravagancies of Exceſs, . 
Which wiſe Sobriety eſteems but a Diſcaſe? 
: O mighty envied Happineſs to eat! 
0 Which 


To iy Counterparts.90 41 
Which fond miſtaken Sots'call;Great! 
Poor Frailty of 'our Fleſh! which we each day V 

Maſt thus repair for fear of ruinous Decay ! 


Degrading of our Nature, where vile Brutes are £ V 
(fain 


To make and keep up Man! 
Which, when the Paradiſe above we gain, 
Heav'n thinks too great an ImperteCtion to retain! 
By each Diſcaſe the ſickly Joy's'deſtroy'd ; 

At every Meal it's nauſeous and cloy'd, 
Empty at beſt, as when in Dreamenjoy'd ; i 
When, cheated by a (lumbering Impoſture, we 
Fancy a Feaſt, and great Regalio's by ; 

And ink we taſte, and think we {cc 
And riot on imaginary Luxury. 
I X. 

Grant me, OVertue, thy more ſolid laſting Joy 

Grant me the better Pleaſures of the Mind , 
Pleaſures, which only in purſuit of thee we find, 

Which Fortune cannot marr, nor Chancedeſtroy. 
One 


in 


The San-agandh Vertue. mn 
One Moment in.thy bleſt Enjoytnent is : 
Worth an Eternity of that tumuſtubus Bli, 
Which we derive from Senſe, 
Which ofteri clays, and muſt tefign to Impatence. 


Grantme but this, how will I trinmph in my happy 
' (State? | 


Above the Changes and Reverſe of Fate ; 
Above her Favors and her Hate. | 
I'll ſcorn the worthleſs Treaſures of Pers, 
And thoſe of t' other [dies too. 
Ill pity C2ſar's Self with all bis Trophies and his Fame, 
And thevile brutiſh Herd of Epicures contemn, 


And all the Under-ſhrievaltics of Life not worth a 
Name. h 


Nor will I only owe my Bliſs, 
Like others, to a Multitude, 
Where Company keeps up a forced Happinels 3 
* Should all Mankind ſarccaſe to live, 
And none but individual I ſurvive, 


AloneI would be happy, and enjoy my Solitude. 
Thus 


12 -' -Counterpart to 
Thus ſhall my Life in pleaſant Minutes wear, 
Calm as the Minutes of the Evening are, : 

” And gentle asthemotionsoftheupper Air; 

Soft as my Muſe, and unconfin'd as ſhe, 

When flowing in the Numbers of Pindarique Liberty. 
And when I ſee pale gaſtly Death appear, 

That grand inevitable Teſt which all muſt bear, 
Which beſt diſtinguiſhes the bleſt and _— 

Il ſmile at all it Horrors, court my — | 
And yield my willing Soul upin an eafie Sigh; 
And Epicures that ſee ſhall envy and confeſs, 


ThatT, and thoſe who dare like me be good, the chic 
eſt Good poſleſs. 
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" The Enchantment. 

io Poet, Damon, Alphew, Speakers. 

$ Amon and Alphews, therwo Shepherds Strains 

m, I mean to tell,and how they charm'd the Plains. 


I'll tell their charming Numbers which the Herd, 
Unmindful of their Gra, in Throngs admit'd. 
At which fierce Savages aſtoniſh'd ſtood, 
And every River ſtopt its lining Flood. 
For you, Great Sir, whether with Cannons Roar 
{| You ſpread your Terror to. the Holland Shore, 
Or with a gentle and a ſteady Hand or 
In Peace and Plenty rule your Native Land. 
Shall ever that auſpicious Day appear, 


When I your glorious Actions ſhall declare ? 


14 Virg. Eel. /VIIL. 
It ſhall, and I throughout the World rehearſe 
Their Fame, fit only for a Spencer's Verſe. T 
Withybu my Muſdbegan, with! you ſhall end >| 
Accept my Verſe that waits on your Command; 
And deign this. Iyy. Wreath a place may find 


Amongſt the Laurels which your Temples bind. 


"Twas at the tame that Night's, cool ſhades with- 
(drew, 


And left the Graſs all hung with Peatly. Dew; / | 
Whini Dawor, leaning on-his Oaken Wand, ; * 
Thusto his Pipe in gentle Lays complain'd, i; 1 
D:.. Ariſe, thou:Morning, aou-drive oh the Day, 
While wretched I with fruitleG words. iovgigh,: | 
Againſt falſe:N;je,:while the:Gads 1 call; ;> > |; 
['With-my laſt /Brearh, cho' hopeleſs: to. avail, - 
Tha'they regard not my Complaints at alb.;.,: .; 
Strike up my Pipe; play me int taneful Strains : 1; 
What T heard fuvg on the Mznalian Plains. 
Menalus cvetiny; Ms warbling Groves, 
And talking Pines; ' it ever/hears the Eoves 
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Of Shepherds, and the Notes of Mighty Pay, ' ++ 
The firſt that would notlet the Reedsuntur'd remain. 

Strike up my Pipe, play me in tureful Strains 
What I heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains,” © 
Mopſus weds Niſa, Gods! what Lover ter" 
Need after this have reaſon to deſpair > 
: Grittins ſhall now leap Mares, and the next Age* 
 B The Deer and Hounds in Friendſhip ſhall engage. 

Go, Mopſws, get the Torches ready ſoons mu 

Thou, happy Man, muſt have the _ arion. is 
| The Evening-ſtar quits Oeta fu! thy lake. 1 

Strike up my Pipe, play me in Tunefyl Strains" 
| What Theard ſing on the Manilian Blaigs,”' 

How fitly art thou match'd' who wilt ſo nice?” * 
Thou haughty Nymph who Yia'lV'all elſe _ 
Who ſlight'lt ſo (cortfully my Pipe, my Herd:* 

My rough-grown Eye-brows, and unſhaven Beard, 

And think'ſt rioGod does mortal things regard. / 
Strike 1p my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 

What Ihrard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. = 
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I aw thee young, and in thy Beauty's Bloom, 

To gather Apples with thy Mother,come, 

"Twas in our Hedge-rows, I was there with Pride, 

To ſhew you to the beſt, and be your Guide. 

Then I juſt cntring my twelfth Year was found, 

I then could reach the tender Boughs from Ground, 

Heav'ns! when I ſaw, how ſoon was I undone! 

How to my Heart did the quick Poyſon run! 
Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains Li 
What I heard ſung on the Mzznalian Plains. 

Now I'm convinc'd what Love is ;the cold North | 


Sure in its craggy Mountains brought him forth, 


Or Africk's wildeſt Deſarts gave him Birth, Le 
Amongſt the Cannibals and Savage Race ; Tc 
He never of our Kind, or Countrey was. "9 

Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains Th 

What I beard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. Ao, 
Dire Love did once a Mother's Hand embrue ( 
In Childrens Blood 3 a cruel Mother, thou J 


Hard 'tis to ſay of both which is the worſt, 
Thecruel Mother,or the Boy accutſt. 


Virg. Ec. VIII. 17 
He a curſt Boy, a cruel Mother thou ; 
The Devil a whit to chuſe betwixt the two. 
Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 
What I heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 
Let Wolves by Nature ſhun the Sheep-folds now: 
On the rough Oaks let Oranges now grow: 
Let the coarſe Alders bear the Daffadill, 
And coltly Amber from the Thorn diſtill: 
Let Owls match-Swans, let Tyt'r#s Orphews be, 
In the Woods Orphews, and Arion on the Sea, 
Strike up my Pipe, play me in tuneful Strains 
What I heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains. 
Let all the World turn Sea, ye Woods adieu ! 
To ſome high Mountain's top I'll get me now, 
And thence my ſclf into the Waters throw. 
There quench my Flames, and let the cruel She 
Accept this my laſt dying Will and Legacy. 
Ceaſe now my Pipe, ceaſe now thoſe warbling Strains | 
Which I heard ſung on the Mznalian Plains, 


"W 


Virg, Ecl. VIII 
This Damer's Song ; relate ye Muſes now 
Alphews Reply : All cannot all things do. 

A. Bring Holy Water, ſprinkle all around, 
And ſee theſe Altars with ſoft Fillets bound: 


Male-Frankincenſe, and juicy Vervain burn , 


18 


I] try if I by Magick Force can turn 

My ſtubborn Love: I'll try if I can fire (here. Il © 

His frozen Breaſt: Nothing but Charms are wanting 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye. Magick Charms; Þ * 
Bring home lov'd Daphinis to my longing Arms. 

Charms in her wonted Courſe can ſtop the Moon, 

And from her well-fix'd Orb can call her down. [ 


By Charms the mighty Circe (we are told) V 
Ulyſſes fam'd Companions chang'd of old. $, 
Snakes by the Vertue of Enchantment forc'd, St 


Oft in the Meads with their own Poyſon burſt. A 
Brive Daphnisfrom the Town, ye Magick Charms, T 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis 80 my longing Arms. At 

Firſt, theſe three ſeveral Threads I compaſs round 


Thy Image, thus in Magick Fetters bound : 


Then 
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Then round theſe Altars thrice thy Image bear : 

Odd Numbers to the Gods delightful are. 
Bring Daphnis frdmthe Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 

Go tie me in three knots three Ribands now, 

And let the Ribands be of diffrent Hue : 

Go, Amaryllis, tie them ſtrait, and cry, 

At the ſame time, & They're true-love-knots, I tie. 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 


Look how this Clay grows harder, and look how 
With the ſame Fire this Wax doth ſofter grow 3 
So Daphvis, let him with my Love do ſo. 
Strow Meal and Salt ( for fo theſe Rites require) 
And ſet the crackling Laurel Boughs on fire ; 
This naughty Daphnis ſets my Breſt on flame, 
And I this Laurel burn in Daphnis's Name, 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lou'd Daphnis to my longing Atms. 
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As a poor Heifer, wearied in the Chaſe, 


Of ſeeking her lov'd Steer from place to place. - 


Through Woods, through Groves, — Arable, 
and Waſt, 


On ſome green River's bank lies down at laſt. 
There Lows her Moan, defpairing, and forlorn, 
And, tho' belated, minds not to return : 

Let Daphnis's Caſe be ſuch, and let not me 

Take any care to give a Remedy. 

Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye magick Charms, 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 

Theſe Garments erſt the faithleſs Traitour left, 

Dear Pledges of his Love, of which I'me reft : 

Beneath the Threſhold theſe I bury now, 

In thee, O Earth; theſe Pledges Daphnis owe. 
Bring Daphnis from the Town, ze MagickCharms, 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 

Of Meri: I theſe Herbs and Poyſons had, 


From Pontus brought : in Pontxs (tore are bred : 
With 


Virg. Ecl. VII 21 
With theſe I've oft ſeen Meris Wonders do, 
Turn himſelf Wolf, and to the Foreſt go: 
I've often ſeen him Fields of Corn diſplace; 


From whence they grew,and Ghoſtsin Church-yards 
(raiſe. 


Bring Daphnis from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 


* A 5 


Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arm. 
Go, Maid, go, oear the Aſhesout at door, (pour, 
And then forthwith into the neighb'ring current 
Over thy Head, and don't look back be ſure : 

Til try, what theſe on Daphnis will prevail, 

The Gods he minds not, nor my Charms at all, 
Bring Daphais from the Town, ye Magick Charms, 
Bring home lov'd Daphnis to my longing Arms. 

Behold! the Aſhes while we lingring (tay, 

While we neglect to carry them away, 

Have reach'd the Altar, and have fir'd the Wood, 

That lyes upon't: Heav'nſend' it be for gool ! 

Something I know not what's the matter: Hark ! 

| hear our Lightfoot in the Entry bark, 

C 13 Shall 
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Shall I believe , or is it only Dream, 


Which Loversfancies are too apt to frame ? 
Ceaſe now ye Magick Charms, behold him come! 
Ceaſe necdleſs Charms, my Daphnis is at home ! 


To Madam L. FE. upon ber Recovery 
from a late Sickneſs. 


Madan, 
Ardon, that with (low Gladne(s we folate 
Your wiſh'd return of Health congratulate : 
Our Joys at firſt ſo throng'd to get abroad, 
They hinder'd one another in the crowd ; 
And nov ſuch halte to tell their Mctlage make, 
They only ſtammer what they meant to ſpeak. 
Youthe fair Subject which I am to ſing, 
To whoſe kind Hands this humble joy I bring - 
Aid me, I beg, 'while I this Theme purſue, 


For I invoke no otker Muſe but you. 


Bu! 
Til 


Upon ber Recovery. 23 
Long time had you here brightly ſhone below 
With all the Rays kind Heaven could beſtow. 
No envious Cloud e're offer'd to invade 
Your Luſtre, or compel it to a Shade : 
Nor did it yet by any Sign appear, 
But that you thoroughout Immortal were. 
Till Heaven (if Heaven could prove ſo cruel ) ſent 
To interrupt the Growth of your content. 
As if it grudg'd thoſe Gifts you did enjoy, 
And would that Bounty which it gave, deſtroy : 
Twas ſince your Excellence did envy move 
In thoſe high Powers and made them jealous prove, 
They thought theſe Glories ſhould they (till have 
ſhin'd 
Unſullied, were too much for Woman-kind. 
Which might they write as laſting, as they're Fair, 
Too great for ought, but Denies appear : 
But Heaven (it may be) was not yet compleat, 


And lackt you there to fill your empty Seat, 
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And when it could not fairly woo you hence, Th 
Turn'd Raviſher, and offer'd Violence. Hoy 

Sickneſs did firſt a formal fiege begin, AL 
And by {ure ſlowneſs tryed your Life to win. And 
As if by lingring methods Heaven meant Aro 
Tochaſe you henceand tire you to conſent. And 
But, this in vain, Fate did to force reſort, The 
And next by Storm (hove to attack the fort. And 
A Sleep, dull as your laſt, did you Arreſt, M 
And all there Magazines of life polleſt. Whi 
No more the Blood its circling courſe did run, Med 
But in the veins, like Iicles, it hung. And 


No more the Heart ( now void of quickning EButt 


(heat) ang 
The tuneful March of vital Motian beat. 6d © 
Stiffneſs did into all the Sincws climb, nd 
And a ſhort Death crept cold through every Limb. Asif 
All Signs of Life from ſight fo far withdrew, Coul 
'T'was cow thought Popery to pray for you. Bu 


T iicre 


Upon ho ac A '23 


There might you(were not that ſenſe loſt)haveſeen 


How your true Death would have reſented been : 


A Lethargy, like yours, each breaſt did ſeize, 

And all by Sympathy catcht your Diſeaſe. 

Around you filent Imagery appears, 

And nought in the SpeCtators moves, but Tears. 

They pay what griet were to your Funeral due, 

And yet dare hope Heaven would your Life renew. 
Mean while, all means, all drugs preſcribed are, 

Which the decays of Health, or Strength repair, 

Medicines ſo powerful they new Souls would fave, 

And Life in long-dead Carcaſſes retrieve : 

But theſe in vain, they rougher Methods try, 

And now yout'e Martyr'd that you may not die; 

$ad Scene of Fate! when Toctures were your gain: 

And twas a kindneſs thought to wiſh you pain! 

Asif the {Jackned ſtring of Life rith down, 

Could only by the Rack be ſcrewedin tune. 


But Heav'a atlalt (grown conſciousthat its pow'r 


Could ſcarce what was to die with you reſtore.) 


And 


26 ToMaumLF. 
And lothto ſee ſuch Glories over-come, 


Sent a poſt Angel to repeal your doom ; 
Strait Fate obey'd the Charge which Heaven ſent, 


And gave this firſtdear Proof, it could Repent : 


Triumphant Charms ! what may not you ſubdue, 

When Fate's your Slave, and thus ſubmits to you! 

It now again the new-broke Thread does knit, 

And for another Clew her ſpindle fit : 

Andlite's hid ſpark which did unquencht remain, 

Caught the fled light and brought it back again: 

Thus you reviv'd, andall our Joy with you, 

Reviv'd and found their RefurreQion too - 

Some only griev'd, that what was Deathlef thought 

They ſaw fo near to Fatal ruin bronght: 

Now crowdsof Blciiings on that happy hand, 

Whote «kill could eager Deſtiny withſtand ; 

Who learned Pow'r has reſcu'd from the Grave, 

That Lif- which *twas a Miracle to fave; 

That Lite which were it thus untimely loſt, 

Had veen the taiieſt Spoil Deathere could boaſt : 
Nay 


May he henceforth be God of healing thought, 
by whom ſuch good to you and us was brought : 
Altars and ſhrines to him are juſtly due, 
Who ſhew'd himſelf a God by raiſing you: 
But ſay, fair Saint, for you alone canknow, 
hither your Soul in this ſhort flight did go 5 
Went it to antedate that Happineſs, 
You muſt at laſt (-hough late we hope ) poſleſs ? 
Informus leſt we ſhould your Fate belye, 
And call that Death which was but Extaſie, 
The Queen of Love (we're told) once let us ſee: 
hat Goddefles from wounds could not be free 3 
\nd you by this unwiſh'd Occaſion ſhow 
hat they like Mortal us can Sickneſs know: 
Pitty ! that Heav'n ſhould all its Titles give, 
\nd yet not let you with them ever live, 
'ou'd lack no point that makes a Deity, 
f yo1 couldlike it too Immortal be. 


And fo you are; half boaſts a DeathlefsState ; 


Although your frailer part muſt yicld to Fate. 


To Madam T. FE. 


By every breach in that fair lodging made, 
Irs bleſt Inhabitant is more diſplaid: 


In that white Snow which overſpreads your skin, 


o Inch 
2C 


We trace ye whiter Soul which dwells within ; 
Which while you through this ſhining Hue diſplay 
Lookslike a Star plac'd in the Milky way : 

Such the bright Bodies of the Bleſled are, 

When they for Raiment cloath'd with Light appear, 
And ſhould you viſit now the Seats of Bliſs, 

You need not wear another form but this. 

Never did Sickneſs in ſuch pomp appear, 
As when it thus your Livery did wear, 
D'ſeaſe it ſelf look'd amiable here. 

So Clouds which would obſcure the Sun oft gilded be, 
And Shades are taught to ſhineas bright as he. 


Grieve not fair Nymph, when in your Glaſs you 
(trace 


The marring footſteps of a pale Diſeaſe. 


Regret not that your cheeks their Roſes want, 
Which a few Days ſhall in full ſtore replant, 


Which 
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Upon ber Recovery. 29 
Which, whilſt your Blood withdraws its guilty Red, 
Tells that you own no faults that bluſhes need : 
The Sun whoſe Bounty does each Spring reſtore 


What Winter from the rifled Meadows tore, 
Which every Morning with an early ray 

Paints the young Bluſhing Cheeks of inſtant Day: 
Whoſe skill (inimitable here below,) 


ff Limns thoſe gay Clouds which form Heaven's co- 
. (lour'd bow, 


That Sun ſhall ſoon with Intereſt repay, 
All the loſt Beauty Sickneſs ſnatch'd a way. 
Your Beams like his ſhall hourly now advance, 
© And every minute their ſwift Growth enhance. 
Mean while (that you no he] ps of healths refule) 
Accept theſe humble Wiſhes of the Muſe: 
Which ſhall not of their Juſt Petition fail, 
If ſhe (and ſhe's a Goddeſs) ought prevail. 
May no profane Diſeaſe henceforth approach, * 
This ſacred Temple with unhallow'd touch, 


Oc with rude facriledge its frame debauch, 
May 
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May theſe fair Members always happy be 


In as full Strength and well-ſet Harmony, 

As the new Foundreſs of your ſex could boaſt, On 
Ere ſhe by Sin her firſt Perſecution loſt : 

May Deſtiny, juſt to your Merits, twine, 

All your ſmooth Fortunes in a Silken Line. 

And that you may at Heaven late arrive, & 
May it to you its largeſt Bottom give. 


May Heaven with (till repeated Favours bleſs, Hea 
Till it its Pow'r below its Will confeſs ; And 
Till wiſhes can no more exalt your Fate, Me 


Nor Poets fancy you more Fortunate. 


IE"LY 


y a " * 
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On the Death of Mrs. Katharine 
Kingscourt a Child of Excel- 
lent Parts and Piety, 


HE did, She did--- Iſaw her mount the Skie, 

And with new Whiteneſs paint the Galaxy. 
Heav'n her methought with all its Eyes did view, 
And yet acknowledg'd all its Eyes too few. 
Methought I ſaw in crowds bleſt Spirits meet, 
And with loud Welcomes her arrival greet; 


Which could they grieve, had gone with grief 
: ( away 
To ſeea Soul more white, more pure than they. 
Earth was unworthy ſuch a prize as this, 
Only a while Heaven let us ſhare the Bliſs - 
In vain her (tay with fruitleſs Tears we'd woo, 


In vain we'd court, when that our Rival grew. 


Thanks 


_ 
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Thanks, ye kind Powers! who did ſo long diſpenſe, { Mo! 


(Since you ſo wiſh'd her) with her abſence thence ; 


We now reſign, to you alone we grant 
The ſweet Monopoly of ſuch a Saint; 
So purea Saint, I ſcarce dare call her ſo, 


For fear to wrong her with a Name too low ; 


Such a Seraphick brightneſs in her ſhin'd, 

I hardly can believe her Woman-kind, 

'T was ſure ſome noble Being left the Sphere, 
Which deign'd a little to inhabit here, 

And can't be ſaid to die, but diſappear. 

Or if ſhe Mortal was and meant to ſhow 
The greater $kill by being made below 3 
Sure Heav'n preſerv'd her by the fall uncurſt, 
To tell how all the Sex were form'd at firſt : 
Never did yet ſo much Divinity 

In ſuch a ſmall Compendium crouded lye. 

By her wecredit what the Learned tel], 


That many Avgels in one point can dwell, 


Tha 


Mr*- Katharine- Kingscourt. 
More damned Fiends did not in Mary reſt, 
Than lodg'd of Bleſſed Spirits in her Breaſt z 
Religion dawn'd ſo early in her mind, 


You'd think her Saint whilſt in the Womb enſhrin'd : 


Nay,that bright ray which did her Temples paint, 


Proclaim'd her clearly, while alive, a Saint. 
Scarce had ſhe learnt to liſp Religion's Name, 
Eer ſhe by her Example preach'd the ſame, 


And taught her Cradle-like the Pulpit to reclaim. 


No Action did within her Practice fall 


Which for th' Atonement of a Bluſh could call : 


No word of hers &'er greeted any Ear, 

But what a dying Saint confeſt might hear. 
Her Thoughts had ſcarcely ever ſully'd been 
by the leaſt Footsſteps of Original Sin. 

Her Life did (till as much Devotion breath 
As others do at their laſt Gaſp in Death. 
Hence on her Tomb of her let not be ſaid, 


So long ſhe liv'd 3 but thus, (o long ſhe pray'd. 


D 
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A Sunday-T hought in Sicknels. 
| Ord, bow dreadful is the Profpet? 


of Death at the remoteſt Diſtance! 
How the fmalleſs Apprehenſion 
of it can pall the moſt gay, airy and brick 
—_— ! Even T, who thought T coult 

ave been merry in ſrpht Coffim, 
and drink a Health with if Ga in 
my own Grave, now tremble at the lea 
Envoy of the King of Terrors. To fer 
but 4 4d of my Glaſs "makes 'me 
turn pale, and fear is ike to prevent ant 
do the Work of my Diſtemper. All the 
Follity of my Humor and Converſation is 
turn'd om 4a —— into ſhagrin and me- 
lancholy, black as Deſpair , and dark a 
the Grave. My Soul and Body ſeem at 


One 
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once laid out, and 1 fancy all the Phan- 
. mets of Eternal jr cas banging 


n my Temples, But whence proceed 
be =e c ertainly they pA not idle 
Dreams, nor the accidental Produtt of 
my Piede which diſorders the Brains, 
and fills 'em with odd Chimzra's. Why 
full my Soul, be averſe to its Enlarge- 
ment ? Why: ſhould it he content to be 
knit wp in two T ards Fj Sk, when it 
may have all the World for its Purliew ? 
Tis not that I'm unwilling to leave my 
Relations and preſent Friends: I'm part- 
ed from the ff a4. and could be ſe- 
ver d from both the lengtb of the whol 
Map, and lwue with my Body as far di- 
ſtant from them as my Soul muſt when 
j 1I'm dead. Neither 1s it that I'm Ioth to 
kave the Delights and Pleaſures of the 

W orld;ſome of them I have tried,and found 


D 2 empiy, 
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25 A Sinday-thought ih Sickneks, 
empty, . the others covet not, becauſe un- 
hon, I'm confident I could pres 1 
all by 'a Greatneſs of Soul, did not the ® 
Bible oblige me, and Divines tell me,'tw |. 
my Duty. It is not neither that I'm ut- 
willing to go bence before I've eſtabliſh i 
4 Reputation, and ſomething to make me 
ſurvive my ſelf. T could bave been con- 
tent to be Still-born, and have no more 
than the Regiſter, or Sexton to telltha , 
I've ever been in the Land of the Liv wn 
ing. In Fine, 'tis not from a Principl 
| of Cowardiſe which the Schools have cal-\.” 

ed Self-preſervation, the poor Effet? « 

Inſtin and dull pretence of” a Brute « 

well as me. This Unwillingneſs there ; 
if e 

fore, and Averſron to undergo the gener, | 

Fate, muſt have a juſter Original, andy >, © 

. flow from a more important Cauſe. I A 
well ſatisfied that this other Being with 0 

* i 


| A Sunday-thoughtin Sickneſs. ' 37 
in, that moves and\ attuates my Frame of 
Fleſh and Blood, has a Lite beyond it 
and the Grave; and ſomething in it 
yy me to believe its immortality. A 
Reſidence it muſt have ſomewhere elſe, 
f when it has left this Carcale, and ano- 
pier State 70 paſs into, unchangeable and 
; everlaſting as it ſelf after its Separation. 
81h Condition muſt be good or bad ac- 
cording to its Actions and Delerts in 
Wihis Life; for as it ows its Being to 

ome Infinite Power that created it, I 
1 well ſuppoſe it bis Vaſlal, and oblig'd to 
lve by bis Law; and as certainly con- 
clude, that according to the keeping or 
breaking of that Law, *tis to be reward- 
| ed or puniſh'd bereafier. T his Droerſs- 
My of Rewards aud Puniſhments,akes 
the twa Places, Heaven and Hell, ſo of- 
Bien mention'd in Scripture, and talkd of 


) Hl 


33 A Surnday-thoÞhr iri Sickneſs, 
in Pulpits: Of the Itter my Fears ts 
cruelly convince me, and the Afnticipa- 
tion of its Torment, which I already in 
feel in my own Confcierice. There irJ or + 
there is a Hell, and damned Fiends, and of der 


never-dying W otm, and that Sceptickf the 
that doubts of it, may find 'em all within Nc 
my ſingle Breaſt. I dare not any longerfy c0 


with the Atheiſt disbelieve them,or thin C1 
'em the Clergy's Bugbears, invented off dre 
Nurſes do frightful Names for then |tc 
Children, to ſcare 'em into CQQuietnd an 
and Obedience. How oft have I tj m 
umph'd in my unconcern'd, and ſear d in >u 
ſenſybilty? How oft boaſted of that unhayyſj © 
ſuſtefed Calm, which, like that of 14g + or 
dead Sea, prov'd only my Curle, and 1 
treacherous Ambuſh to thoſe Storms }a 
- which at preſent (and will for ever} 'ſn 
dread ) fhipmwrack my Quict and Hopes Ic 
Hon 


A Sunday-thaught in.Sicknels. 239 
| How oft have Irejeedthe Advice of that 
8 Boſfom-friend, and drown'd its Alarms 
in the Noiſe of a tamultuqus Debauch, 
or by ſtupifying W ine (like ſome con- 
 demn'd Malefattor ) armd my ſelf againſt 
the Apprebenſzons of my certam Doom ? 
Now , now the I yrant awakes, and 
comes to pay at once all Arrears of 
Cruelty. Ar laſt, but 100 late (like 
drowning Mariners)I ſee the gay Mon. 
ſters, which inveigled me into my Death 
and [Deltruttion. Ob the gnawing Re. 
marſe of a raſh unguarded, unconſ1dering 
Sinner | Oh how the Gholts of former 
Crimes affright my haunted Imaginati- 
 on,anJ make me ſuffer a thouſand R acks 
and Martyrdoms! I ſee, methinks, the 
Jaws of Deſtrution gaping wide to 
ſwallow me; and I, (like one ſliding on 
Ice) thy | ſee the Danger, caunot ſtop 
D 4 from 


40 A Sunday-thonghtin Sickneſs, 
from running into it. My Fancy repre- 
ſents to me a whole Legion of Devils, 
ready to tear me in pieces, numberleſs as 
my Sins or Fears; and whiter, Alaſs! 
whither ſhall 1 fly for Refuge * Where 
ſhall T retreat and take SanQuary ? Shall 
T call the Rocks and Mountains to co. 
ver me, or 'bid the Earth yawn wide tg 
its Center, and take me in? Poor ſhift 
of eſcaping Almighty Juſtice! Diſtratt- 
ing Frenzy | that would make me believe 
Contradetions, and bope to fly ont of the 
Reach of him whoſe Preſence is every 
where, not excluded Hell it ſelf ; for he's 
there in the Effetts of bis Vengeance. 
Shall I nruoke ſome Power infinite as that 
that created me, to reduce me to nothing 
neain, and rid me at once of my Being 
wid all that tortures it * Oh no, tis in vain, 
j mt be forc'd into Being, 10 keep me 
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A Sunday-thought in Sickneſs.” 4x. 
freſb for Torment, and retain Senſe on- 
ly to feel Pain. 1 muſt be a dying to all 
Eternity, and live ever, to live ever 
wretched. Oh that Nature had plac'd me 
in the Rank of things that bave only a 
bare Exiſtence, or at beſt an Animal 
Life,and never given me 4 Soul and Rea. 
ſon, which now muſt contribute to my 
Miſery, and make me envy Brutes and 
Vegetables | Would the Womb that 
bare me had been my Priſon till now, or 
I ftep'd out of it into my Grave, and 
ſavd the Expences and T oil of a long 
and tedious Journey, where Lite affords 
nothing of Accommodations to ixvite one's 
Stay. Happy had 1 been if bad expird 
with my firſ® Breath, and enter d the 
Bill of Mortality as ſoon as the World: 
Happy if I had been drown'd inmy Font, 
and that W ater which was to regene- 
rate, 


42 A Sd bought in Sickvnels 
rite, and give me New Life, bad provid 
mortal in another fence! IT had then died 
without any Guile of my own but whai 
F brought mto the World with me, and 
that too atton'd for; I mean that which 
f contracted from my firſt Parents, my 
nnbappinefs rather than F ault, inaſmuch 


as F was fitin to be born of a \mning 
Race: Then I had never enhaunc'dii 


with acquir d Guilt, never added tho 


innumerable Grimes which muſt make 
6, my Inditment at the grand Audi. 

nerateful Wretch ! I've made my Sin 
as numerons as thoſe Bleſlings and Mer 
cies the Almighty Bounty has cor 
ferrd upon me, to oblige and lead me 
Repentance. How have I abus'd ani 
miſen;ployed thoſe Parts and 'I alens 
which might have render'd me ſervict 


able to Mankind, and repaid an inte 


ref 
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A Sunday thought in Sicknefs. 4: 
reſt of Glory t6 their Donor? How ill 
do they turn to account which T have made 
the Patrons of Debauchery,and Pimps 
and Panders t Vice ? How oft have 
[ broke my Vows tomy Great Creator, 
which I would be conſcientious of heepi 

to 4 filly Woman, a Creature benta? 
my ſelf ? What bas all my Religion been 
but an empty Parade and ſhew? Either 
| an 1ſefnl Hypocrifze rckenup for Intereſt, 
or 4 gay ſpecious Formality worn in 
ComplailanceroCuſtom andthe Mode, 
and as changeable as my Cloths and their 
Fathion. How oft have 1 gone 10 
Church (the place where we are to pay 
bim Homage and Duty )as to an Aſſig- 
nation or Play,only for Diverſion ; or at 
beſt,as I mmſt eer long( for ought 1 know ). 
with my Soul e's on Bats 
How 1 tremble at the Remembrance ! 
as 


44 A Snnday-thought inSickneſs. 
as if I could put the ſham »pon Heaven, 
or. a God were to be imposd on like my 
Fellow-Creature : And dare I, convitt- 
ed of theſe High Trealons againſt the 
Kingof Glory dare I expe a R eprieve 
or Pardon? Has be Thunder, and are 
not all bis Bolts levelfd at my Head, to 
ſtrike me through the very Center ? Tes,l 
dare appeal to thee, boundleſs pity aud 
compallion! My own Inſtances already 
tells me, that thy Mercy # infinite;for I've 
done enough to ſhock Long-lufferance it 
ſelf, and weary out an Eternal Patience. 
I beſeech thee by thy ſoft and gentle At- 
tributes of Mercy and Forgivenels, by 
the Laſt dying Accents of my ſuffering 
Deity, have Pity on a poor, bumble, 
proſtrate aud confeſſing Sinner : Aud thox 
great Ranſom of loſs Mankind, who of 
fered'ſt thy ſelf a Sacrifice to attone ny 
Guilt, 
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A Sunday-thoupht in Sickneſs 45 
Guile, and redeem onr mortgag d Hap- 
pineſs, do thou be my Advocate, and 
intercede for me with the angry Jadge. 


My Pray'rs are heard,a glorious Light now ſhone, 
And (lo!) an Angel-Poſt comes haſt'ning down: 
From Heav'n I ſee him cut the yielding Air 3 

So (ſwift, he ſeems at once both there and here; 
So quick, my ſight in the purſuit was flow, 

And Thought could ſcarce ſo ſoon the Journey go. 
No angry Meſſage in his Look appears, 

His Face no ſigns of threatning Vengeance wears. 
Comly his ſhape, of Heavenly Meen and Air, 
Kinder than Smiles of beauteous Virginsare. 

Such he was ſeen by the bleſt Maid of Old 

When heth' Almighty Infant's Birth foretald. 

A mighty Volume in one hand is born, 

Whoſe open'd Leaves the other ſeems to turn: 
Vaſt Annals of my Sins 1a Scarlet writ, 


Butn>y & as'd, blot out, and cancell'd quite, 


Hea:k 


46 AdSmuzythaghtinSicknels, 
Heark how the Heavenly Whiſper ſtrikes mine Ear, 
Mortal, behold thy Crimes all pardon'd here! 
HailSacred Envoy of th' Eternal King! 

Welcom as the bleſt Tidings thou doſt bring. 
Welcom as Heav'n from whence thou cam'it but 


now, 
Thus lowto thy great God and mine I bow, \ 
And might I here, O might I ever grow, 


Fix'd an unmov'd and endleſs Monument 


Of Gratitude to my Creator ſent. 
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MEMORY: 


OF 
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To tbe Memory of my Dear Friend, 
Mr. Charles Morwent; ITC 


a PINDARIQUE./},, 
ct, 


Oftendunt terris bunc tantim ſata, nec whtra © , 
Efſe finunt.— — Vug..; + | 
L Nea 
Eſt Friend! could my unbounded Grief but rate : 
With due proportion thy too cruel Fate; 
Could I ſome happy Miracle bring forth, 
Great as my Wiſhes and thy greater Worth, | 
All Helicon ſhould ſoon be thine, 
And pay a Tribute to thy Shrine, 
The learned Siſters all transform'd ſhould be, 
No longer nine, but one Melpomene : 
Each ſhould igto a Niobe relent, 
At once thy Mourner and thy Monument. 


£ Each 


___ "Fo the "jy phe 

Each ſhould become 

-—— Like the fam'd Memmnon's ſpeaking Tomb, 
To fing thy well-tun'd Praiſe; 

A121" "1 Nob Weuld! we fear their being dumb, 

Thou WWE make em vocal with thy Rays 


IT. 


O that. I could diſtil my vital Juice in Tears ! 
Orwaſte away my Soul in ſobbing Airs! 
Were I all Eyes, 
| | Toflow in liquid Elegics : 
[> That every Limb-might grieve, © | $h 
And 4ying Sorrow ſtill retrieve; ; | 
' | My/Life ſhould/be but one long mourning day, 
And like moiſt, Vapors melt in Tears away. \ 
T&ſoon diſlolve in one great Sigh, 
by :And upwards fly, 
Glad ſo-to. be txhal'd to'Heavy'n and thee. 
A Sigh which might welb-nigh xeverſe thy death, 


And hope to animate: thee with new-Brearh3 I Ang 
. | | Pow i 


A 


of MarOHaurlls Morwent. © 31 
Pow'rfill iy thatwhich heretofdte did give 
A Soul to weall-forni'd Cly, «rid madeiit live. 


908 


S Adiev, bleſt Soul! whoſe haſty Flight away 
; Tells: Heaven:did ne'er diſplay» '/: 

, Such Happineſs to-bleſs the: World with ſtay, 

Death in thy Fall berray'd-her utmold ſpices 


And ſhew'd her ſhafts njaſt eaves arc levell'd at the 
white. 


She Gy thy blogming Ripepes time prevent ; 
She law,and envious grey and ſtraight he her ATFOW ſent, 
So Buds appearing « &'er.the Froſts are Berg 
, Nip'd by ſome unkind Blaſt, | 
_ Wither in Penance for their forward. haſt 
Thus have I ſeen a Morn fo bright, 
So degk'd with all the Robes of Light, . 
As if it ſcorn d to 4hink of Night, 
th, "Which a rude Storm c'er Noon did ſhequd, 
And buried all its early Glories in a Cloud, 
m E 2 The 


$2 amr Th the Memory. 
The day in funeral BlackneG mourn'd, 
And all to Sighs, and all to Tears it turn'd. 
I'V. 
But why do we thy Death untimely deems 
Or Fate blaſpheme? 
We ſhould thy full ripe Vertues wrong, 
| To think thee young. 

Fate, when ſhedid thy vigorous Growth behold, 
And all thy forward Glories told, 

Forgot thy tale of Years, and thought thee old. 
The brisk Endowments of thy Mind 
Scorning i'th' Bud tobe confin'd, 

Out-ran thy Age, and left (low Time behind; 

Which made thee reach Maturity ſo ſoon, 

And at firſt Dawn preſent a full-ſpread Noon 

So thy Perfe&ions with thy Soul agree, 

Both knew no Nom-age, knew no Infancy. 

Thus the firſt Patern of our Race began 

Hus Lite in middle-age, at' at's Birth a peifet Man. 


\ 
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So well thou ated'ſt in thy Span of Days, 
As calls at once for Wonder and for Praiſe. - 
Thy prudent Condu@ had (o learnt tomeaſure 
The different whiles of Toiland Leaſure; 
Notime did Aftion-want, no Aftion wanted Pleaſare. 
Thy buſie Induſtry could Time dilatey: -/!! !t 2/ 
, And ſtretch the Thread of Fate: 
Thy careful Thrift could only boaſt the Power '- 
| 8 To leogthen Minutes, and extend an Hour, 
No fingle Sand could c'er flip:by 
Without its Wonder, ſweet as high - +: 
; And every teeming Moment ſtill brought forth 
A thouſand Rarities of Worth. 
on & While ſome no other Cauſe for Life can give, 
But a dull Habifude to live : 
Thou ſcorn'd{i ſuch Lazinefs while here beneath, 
And Liv'd(t that time which orbersonly Breath, 


. 
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VI 
Next aur jaf Wonder does gofamence,:! + 
How ſofall Reomreuld bold firhexcebetice. > / 
Natate was proud when ſhe cantrir'd thy Branie, 
+ In thee (be laborſbbraName: 7 TT 
feat ſtwas he kd vided all ber/$tdbe, ' > 2:1: 
As if ſhe meantibercaſter/to be paor;!! - 11d 7d 


And, like a BatiKrupt,run & di 8core. F 
HerowiousHanddiqedrew inScraightsand jopi'd | 4, 
All the Petfoftions lodgejin Humaht dim $1»! © | 

Teaching herinptherous Gifts ro fie' | 2/7 Th 

Crampt thaſhoreBpitome)'// "tl 


SoStats:comeracti@in' Diicond/fhiney: » > b! 
And Jewels in's nattow Poirrt/tontine 

| TheiRivherofant/aiies Mike 01 > 6! 5d” 
Thus ſable Anittveal '' ' - 1. 
Draw Nature's ldyper felt within'd)Span : | =: 


A (tniall Frame hots the World,Dirth, Heavinsand 
all 7 


I \ 


Shrunk to the ſcant Dimenſions of a Ball. 
VII. Thoſe 
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"Pri. "v\ 15231) radwe ifT 
K 88 ' blirn &t bc. > 02 

Thoſe Parts which never:in'one Subje&t dwell, 

But ſome uncommon Excellence faretel, -,.... . -- 
Like Stars did all Fonſtellats bere, 1; ,.- >, 
And:mes together in ane Sphere; ,.. ...... 1, > 

Thy Judgmeat, Wit.and Memory: confer; F A 

To, wake, themſelves and thee admix'd:, ;....;...., - 


And could-jby. growing Height a longer. Stay. have 


known , 

Thou hadſt all other Glories,and thy ſelf out-donie. 
While ſome to Knowledge by Degrees arrive, 
Thro tedious Induſtry 1 improv 'd, | 
Thine ſcorn'd by ſuch pedantick Rulesto thrive ; 

But ſwvift as that of Angels mov 'd, 


' 


. ks 
& @- = L 


And made us think it ca intuitive. | 

Thy pregnant Mind | ne cr ſirugg!'d ih! its Birth, 

But quick,and whileit didconceive, brought forth? * 

Thegentle Throes oft thy Prolifick Brin” 
Were all unſtrain' mg and without Pain, 

E 4 


5&7 3 Fob Alfermiary M1 
Thi swhen Great Jove the Queen of Wildombur 
So ealic and + mild his Travels weve. 

tw 1 ye; o'? hens | 
Nor were "2030S rovigh Soil beſtown '” 3 
As Gemmsare thick in ragged Quarries ſawn: ” - 
Good Nature and good parts {6 ſhar'd thy mind, 
A Muſe 4t& Grace were ſo combin'd;”''/ 

{+ * Twathard to'gtiefs which withmolt Luſtteſhin'd. 
1 A'Gtnivs did thy whole Comportment a, 
Whoſe charming Complaiſance did ſo attract, 


5 every F Heart attack'd, 
Such a ſoft Air thy x well- tun 'd Sweetneſ ſway d, 
As.told thy Soul gf Harmony was made; 
All rude Aﬀ.ions that Diſtyrbers be, 


That mar or diſunite Society, 


—_ PSY ADD Of 


131, 


Lave only-in their ſtead took up its Reſt; 


Were Fe orciners to thee. . by 


Nature made that thy conſtant Guclt, 
And ſeem'd to form ro other Paſhon for thy Breaſt 


IX. This 
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is made thy Courteouſneſs to all extend, . 
xd thee to the whole Univerſe a Friend. - | 
zoſe which were Strangers to thy nativeSoil and 
thee 1217 WT! 
No Strangers to thy Love could be, 
Whoſe Bounds were wide as all Mortality. .. '7 
Thy Heart nq Iſland was, disjoyn'd 
(Like'thy own Nation) from all human kind; 
But *twas a Continent'to other Countreys fixt 
As firm by Love, as they;by Earth annext. | 
Thou fcorn'd(t the Map ſhould thy Aﬀedtion guide,, 7 
Liketheirs who love by dull Geography, | 
Friends but to whom by Soil they are ally'd: 
Thine reacht toalt beſide, **' © 
Toevety member ofthe world's great Family. 
Heav'ps Kindneſs only ckiimsa Name more general, 
Which we the nobler call, 


JC) TEC 27 


Becauſe * ths common, and vquchlat d to ll. 


[ if); 


X. Such 


3? 7þ 


_ I | © | 
$9. 41 F64b6 Momory 
KA | 


Such thy &thbition of obliging was, 
Thou ——_—_ "rroptes with the very Power to 
pleafe, - 
Only to let thee eratifie, 
At once did bribe and pay thy Courteſie. 
Thy Kindteſs by Acceptance a be RR 
It for no other Wayes fought, / 175”! 7 
4 142 But would its own ethgh 
No Suittts went anfativfy/d/ away; - 
But left'the&moreunfitify'd than they: © / 


"Brove Hh / thou erin traePortmicture 
"= = 
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And view, thy Rivaling private my , | 
Thou heretofore deſery' dſt ſuch, Projſe, 
When Ads of Goodneſs, fid compute.thy days, | 


Mewtug'®, Not, by the: Sun's, but thine PI. kinder 
Rays. 
Thou cholghtl each our outof Life's Journal loſt, 
Which could not ne freſh Favor boalk, 
And reckon'dſt Bounties thy beſt Clepſydras. 
X BRI X1. Some 


! 
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: > dem bocio+o1K bs vic 10 all 
| Sonic Fools who the adtitpand want, 
o |} Deflower their/Largeſs with too flow a'Gtants 
Whiere the-deluded Suicordearly buys © 4 
What hardly gay defray! | 
The Expenee: of Importunicies, / 0+ 7/5 
Or the Sufpente of cortaring Delay: | 
Here was \nd/\ne&d of tetlious Pray'rsr1o-ſury: - 
Or thy too backwirl Kindneſs woo, 
+: "It moved: With no format State, ! 1'(15 1! ©» 
Like theigs whoſe Pampdocs for intreaty wait : 
ry 7} Bute the (wife Deſires balf way'y |: 
And Wiſhes did|\welknigtvanticipatez/1 : 
And then/as.modefify wnhbdrewig {ti 
Nor for is due RewardatiTharks wouid gs 2 [ 
| 110 (24 Xd bro! dy Blas bf 
ct might this Goodarly toe <0 moltacerue ; 
Somewhat was te theiniiferable duey 12d 71m - 
Whichthey!ovightzuſBly challtnge:tops. : 
Whate'cr.miſhap did arknown Heate opptels, 


ſt, 


The 


60 _- To'the Memory + 
The ſame did thine as wretched make; 
Like yielding Waxthine did th' Impreſſions take, 
And-paint its Sadneſs in as lively Dreſs. 
Thou could'ſt affliftions from another Breaſttranſlate, 
And forein Grief impropriate ; 
Ofi-times our Sorrows thine ſo much havegrown, 
They ſcarce were more our own 3 
We ſcem'd exempt, thou ſuffer'dft all alone, 
X111. 
Our ſmall'ſt Misfortunes ſcarce could reach thy Ear, 
But made thee give in Alms a Fear; 
And whenour Hearts breath'd their tegret in ſighs, 
As a juſt Tribute to their Miſeries, ' 
Thine with their mournful Airs did ſymbolize. 
Like throngs of ſighs did for its Fibres crowd, 
And told thy Grief front our each Grief aloud: 
Such is the ſecret Sympathy 
Wemay betwixttwoneighb'ring Lutesdeſcry, 
If either by-unskilful hand too rudely bent 


Its ſoft Complaint in penfive murmurs vent, 


As 


of Mr. Charles Marwen 
As if it did that Injury reſent: 
| Untoucht the other ſtrait returns the Moan, 
And gives an Eccho to each Groan. 
&, From itsſweet Bowels a ſad Note's convey'd, 
Like thoſe which to condole are made, 
As if its Bowels too a kind Compaſſion had. 
XIV. 
Nor was thy goodneſs bounded with ſo ſmall extent, 
Or in ſuch narrow Limits pent. - ... 
Let Female Frailty in fond Tears diſtill, © 
Who think that Moiſture which they ſpill 
Can yield Relief, 
Or ſhrink the Current of anothers Grief, 
Who hope that Breath whichtheyin ſighsconvey, 
Should blow Calamities away. 
Thine did a manlier Form expreſs, 
And ſcorn'd to whine at an Unhappineſs; 
Thou thought'ſt ie ſtill the nobleſt Pity to redreſs. 
So friendly Angels their Relief beſtow 
On the unfortunats bejow 


' Batt, 


3mur 0 
For whom thofe purermninds hd>Paſſionh knoy : 
Such Narate iv that generousPlant is found', 
Wheſcevery Breathdoet withaSalve abound, 
And woundsitfeffeo oureatiothier's Wound, * 
In pity to Mankind it ſheds its Juice, 

Ghd with/expence of Blood toferve their Ule. 
Firſt with kind Tears our Maladiesbewails, 
| And after heals; 

And makes thoſe very Fears the reciedy produce. 

| DINE P,tGL? 

Nor didſt thon to thy Foes leſs generous appear, 
(lf there were any darft that Title wear. ) 

They could not 6ffer Wrodgs fo faſt, -* 
Bat what were pardon'd with like haſte ; 
And by thy atts of Amnefty defae't. 
Had he who wYh'd the Art how to forget, 
DiſcoverT in hew Worth'in thee, 
He had a double Value on i et, 

And juſtly ſcorn'dth* ignobler Art of Memory. 

No Wrongs coald: thy great Soul to Grief expoſe 


'T was 


birke : MAmody. ©: 


iv - '" 


rf My. Clarke Morwen 62. 
'T was plac't as much out of the reach of thoſe, 
21151 As of material Biows. 
' Nolnjuries could thee provoke; _ : 

Thy Softneſs always dampt the ſtroke: 
As Flints on Feather-beds are caficſt broke. 
Afronts could ne'er thy cool Camplexion heat, 
Or chafe thy temper from its (etled State: 

But ftill thou ſtoodft unſhtocke by all, 
As if thou hadſt untearnt the Power to hate, 
Or, like the Dove, wert born without a Gall. © ©. 

+221 VS He 
Vain Stoicks who diſclaim all Human Senſe, 
And own no Paſſions to reſent Offence, 
May paſs it by with unconcern'd Negle&, 
And Vertue on'thoſe Principles erett, 
Where 'tis not a PerfeQion, but Defect. 
Let theſe themſelves in a dull Patience pleaſe, 
Which their own Statues may poſleſs, 
And they themſelves when Carcalles. 


Thou only couldſttothat high pitch arrive, 


| i 
- 0 * 


F 


To 


"64 11-1100 abe emory- p 
.- Tocourt Abuſes, that thou mightſt forgive : 
Wrongs thus in thy Eſteem ſceem'd Courteſie, 
And thou the firlt was e'er oblig'd by Injury. = 
XV1L 
Nor may we think theſe God-like Qualities 
"Could ſtand in need of Voraries, An 
Which heretofore had challeng'd Sacrifice. 
Each Aflignation, each Converſe 
Gain'd thee ſome new Idolaters. 
Thy ſweet Obligingneſs cauld ſupple Hate, 
And out of it its Contrary create. 
Its powerful Influence made Quarrels ceaſe, 
And Fewds difſolv'd into a calmer Peace, ( 
Envy refign'd her Force, and vanquiſh'd Spite 
Became thy ſpeedy Proſelyte. 
Malice could cheriſh Enmity no more 3 
And thoſe which were thy Foes before, t 
Now wiſh'd they might adore. 
Ceſar may. tell of Nations took, C 
And Troops by Force ſubjected to his. Yoke: 
We 


of Mr. Charles Morwent. 65 
We read as great a Conqueror in thee, 
Who could(t by milder ways all Hearts ſubdue, 


The nobler Conqueſt of the two z 
Thus thou whole Legions mad'ft the Caprtives be» 


And like him too couldſtlook, and ſpeak thy Victory. ® 


XVIIL 
Hence may we Calculate the Tenderneſs 
Thou didſt Expreſs 
To all, whom thou did(t with thy Friendſhip bleſs: 
To think of Paſſion by new Mothers bore 
To the young Offfpring of their Wamb, 
Or that of Lovers to what they Adore, 
Ere Duty it become : 
We ſhould too mean Ideas frame, 
Of that which thine might juſtly claim, 
And injureit by a degrading Name : 
Conceive the tender Care. 
Ot guardian Angels to their Charge affi gn'd, 
Or think how dear 
To Heaven Expiring Martyrs are 5 


F Theſe 


66 To the Memory 
Theſe are the Emblems of thy mind, 
The only Types to ſhew how thou waſt kind. 


XIX. 


On whom ſoe're thou did(t confer this Tye A 
'Twas laſting as Eternity, 
And firm as the unbroken Chain of Deſtiny, 


Embraces would faint ſhadows of your Unior 
((how 


Unleſs you could together grow. 
That Union which is from Alliance bred, 
Does not ſo faltly wed, 
Tho' it with Blood be cemented : 
That Link wherewith the Soul and Body's joyn'd 


Which twiſts the double Nature in Mankind 1 
| As hi 
Only fo cloſe can bind. 
That holy Fire which Romans to their Veſta paid, 

Which they immortal as the Goddeſs made, T7 
Thy noble Flames moſt fitly parallel ; a 

Forthine were juſt ſo pure, and juſt ſo durable. 
Thoſe feigned Pairs of Faithfulneſs which claim 8 
{ 


Wi 
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So high a place in ancient Fame, 
Had they thy better Patern ſeen, 
They'd made their Friendſhip more divine 
And ſtrove to mend their Characters by thine. 
X X. 
Yet had this Friendſhip no advantage been, 
Unleſs 'twere exercis'd within 3; 
What did thy Love to other Objects tie, 


The fame made thy own Pow'rs agree, 


And reconcil'd thy ſelf to thee. 
No Diſcord in thy Soul did reſt, 
Save what its Harmony increa{t. ' 
Thy mind did with ſuch regular Calmneſs move, 
As held reſemblance with the greater Mind above. 
Reaſon there fix'd its peaceful Throne, 
And reign'd alone. 
The Will its eafte Neck to Bondage gave, 
And to the ruling Faculty became a Slave. 
The Paſlions rais'd no Civil Wars, 
Nor diſcompog'd thee with inteſtine Jars : 


F 2 All 


b 


68 To the Memory 
All did obey, 
And paid Allegiance to its rightful Sway. 


All threw their reſty Tempers by, 


And gentler Figures drew, 

Gentle as Nature in its Infancy, A 

As when themſelves in their firſt Beings grew. 2 
XXI. 

Thy Soul within ſuch filent Pomp did keep, 5 


As if Humanity were lull'd afleep. 


So gentle was thy Pilgrimage beneath, co 
Time's unheard Feet ſcarce make leſs Noi 
Or the ſoft Journey which a Planet goes. 
Life ſeem'd all calm as its laſt Breath, 

A (till Tranquillity fo huſhe thy Breaſt, 
As if fome Halcyon were its Gueſt, Let 
And there had built her Neſt; Þ A ; 

It hardly now enjoys a greater Ret. 

As that ſmooth Sea which wears the Name of Pei 


Still with one even Face appears, Th 


And feels no Tides to change it from its place, 
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No Waves to alter the fair Form it bears: 
As that unſpotred Sky, 
Where Nile does want of Rain ſupply, 
Is free from Clouds, from Storms is ever free. 
$o thy unvary'd mind was always one, 
And with ſuch clear Serenity ſtill ſhone, 
caus'd thy little World to ſeem all temp'rateZone. 
XXII. 
Let Fools their high ExtraQtion boaſt, 


nd Greatneſs, which no Travel, but their Mothers, 
colt. 


Let 'em extol a ſwelling Name, 


Which theirs oy Will and Teſtament became 

At beſt but meer Inheritance, 

As oft the Spoils as Gift of Chance, 
Let ſome ill-plac't Repute on Scutcheons rear 
5 I As fading as the Colors which thoſe bear; 

And prize a painted Field, 

ea Which Wealth as ſoon as Fame can yield. 
Thou ſcorn'd(t at ſuch low rates to purchaſe worth, 


F 3 Nor 
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Nor couldſt thou owe it only to thy Birth. 


Thy ſ-1f-born Greatneſs was above the Power C 
Of Parents to entail, or Fortune to deflower. =7 
Thy Soul, which like the Sun, Heaven moldec 
bright, 
Diſdain'd to ſhine with borrow'd Light. re 
Thus from himſelf th! Eternal Being grew, * n 


And from no other Cauſe his Grandeur drew. 
X X11. (4 


Howe'er if true Nobility 


Rather in Sovls than in the Blood does lie : 

If from thy better part we Meaſures take; , 

And that the Standard of our Value make, Ly 

Jewels and Stars become low Heraldry jou 
To blazon thee. , 

Thy Soul was big enough to pity Kings, E 

And looxt on Empires as poor humble things. 

Great as his boundleſs mind, 


Who thought himſclf in one wide Globe conhas 


And for another pin'd, 


Gre? 


EC 
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Great as that Spirit whoſe large Powers row! 
Thro' the vaſt Fabrick of this ſpatious Bowl, 


ind tell the World as well as Man can boaſt a Soul. 


XXIV. 

Yet could not this an Haughtineſs beget, 
Or thee above the common Level ſet. 
Pride, whoſe Alloy does beſt Endowments mar, 
(Asthings moſt lofty ſmaller (till appear) 

With thee did no Alliance bear. 
2w Meritsoft are by toohighEſteembely'd, 
Whoſe ownerslefſen while they raiſetheir Price 3 


Thine were above the very Guilt of Pride, 


\bove all others, and thy own Hyperbole : 


In thee the wid'ſt Extreams were joyn'd 
The loftieſt, and the lowlieſt Mind. 

Thus thoſome part of Heav'ns vaſt Rouad, 
Appear but low, and ſeem to touch the Ground. 
Yet 'tis well known almoſt to bound the Spheres, 


T5 truly held to be above the Stars, 


F 4 
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X XV. 


While thy brave Mind preferv'd this noble Frame, 
Thou ſtood(t at once ſecure So 


From all the Flattery and Obloquy of Fame, 


Itsrough and gentler Breath were both to thee the 
ſame: 


Nor this could thee exalt, nor that depreſs thee 
lower; "P 


But thou from thy great Soul on both look'dlt 
down 


Without the ſmall concernment ofa ſmile or frown, 
Heav'n leſsdreadsthat it ſhould fir'd be [> FF}. | 
By the weak flitting Sparks that upwards fly, 8 
Leſs the bright Gaddeſs of the Night 
Fears thofe loud howlings that revile her Light 


Than thou malignant Tongues thy Worth 
ſhould blaſt, 


Which was too great for Envy's Cloud toovercaſlt. 
'Twasthy brave Mcthod todeſpiſe Contempt, 
And make what was the Fault the Puniſhment. 
What more Aſſ> i]ts could weak Detration raile, ' 

When 
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When thou couldſt Saint diſgrace, 


And turn Reproach to Praiſe. 


So Clouds which would obſcure the Sun, oft guilded 
be, 


And Shades are taught to ſhine as bright as he. 
So Diamonds, when envious Night 
Would ſhroud their Splendor, look moft bright, 
And from its Darkneſs ſeem to borrow Light. 


XXVI. f 
Had Heaven cdmpos'd thy mortal Frame, 
Free from Contagion as thy Soul or Fame : 
| Could Vertue beetbur Proofagainlt Death's Arms, 
Th'ad(t ſtood unvanquiſht by theſe Harms, 
Safe in a Circle made by thy own Charms. 
Fond Pleaſure, whoſe ſoft Magick oft beguiles 
Raw unexperienc'd Souls, 
And with ſmooth Flattery cajoles, 
Could ne'er enſnare thee with her Wiles, 
Or make thee Captive to her ſoothing Smiles, 


In vain that Pimp of Vice aſlay'd to pleaſe, 


74 To the Memory | 


In hope to draw thee to its rude Embrace, 


Thy Prudence ſtill that Syrer paſt 
Without being pinion'd to the Maſt: 
All its Attempts were ineffeCtual found; 
Heaven fenc'd thy heart withitsown Mound, 


And forc'd the Tempter ſtill from that forbidden 
Ground. 


XXVII. 


The mad Capricio's of the doating Age 
Could neer in the ſame Frenzy thee engage; 
But mov'd thee rather with a generous Rage. 
Gallants, who their high Breeding prize, 
Known only by their Gallanture and Vice, 
Whoſe Talent 1sto court a faſhionable Sin, 
And at ſome fine Tranſgreſſion with a janty Meen, 
May by fach Methods hope the Vogue to win. 
Let thoſe gay Fops who deem 
Their Infamies Accompliſhment, 
Grow ſcandalous to get Eſteem ; 


And by Diſgrace ſtrive to be eminent. 
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Here thou difdainſt the common Road, 
Nor wouldſt by ought be wood 


To wear the vain Iniquitieso'th' Mode. 
Vice with thy PraCtice did ſo diſagree, 
Thou ſcarcecould(t bear it in thy Theory. 
Thou didſt ſuch Ignorance 'boveKnowledgeprize, 
And here to be unskill'd, is to be wile. 
Such the firſt Founders of our Blood, 
While yet untempted, ſtood 
Contented only to know Good. 
XXVIIL. 
Vertue alone did guide thy Actions here, 
Thou by no other Card thy Life did(t ſteer: 
No fly decoy would ſerve, 
To make thee from its rigid DiQates ſwerve, 
Thy Love ne'er thought her worle 
Becauſe thou had(ſt ſo few Competitors. 
Thou could(t adore her when ador'd by none 


Content to be her Votary alone : 


To. the Memory 
When *twas proſcrib'd the unkind World 
And to blind Cells, and Grotto's hurld, 


When thought the Fantom of ſome crazy Brain, 


76. 


Fit for grave Anchorets to entertain, 
A thinChimera, whom dull Gown-Men frame 
To gull deluded Mortals with an empty Name, 


XXX 


Thou own'dſt no Crimes that ſhun'd the 
Light, 


Whoſe Horror might thy Blood affright, 
And force it to its known Retreat, 
While the pale Cheeks do Penance in their White, 
And tell that Bluſhes are too weak to expiate : 
Thy Faults might all be on thy Forehead wore 
And the whole World thy Confeſlor. 
Conſcience within ſtill kept Aſſize, 
To puniſh and deter Impieties : 
That inbred Judg, ſuch ſtrift InſpeCtion bore, 
So traversd all thy Attions ore ; 
Th';Eternal Judge could fcarce do more : 
Thoſe 
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Thoſe little Eſcapades of Vice, 
Which paſs the Cognizance of moſt 
I'th' Crowd of following Sins forgot and loſt, 
Could ne're its Sentence or Arraignment miſs - 
Thou didſt prevent the young defires of ill, 
And them in their firſt Motions kill: 
The very thoughts in others unconfin'd 
And lawleſs as the Wind, 
Thou could(t to Rule and Order bind, 
They durſt not any ſtamp, but that of Vertue 
bear 


And free from ſtain as thy moſt publick AQions 
were. 


Let wild Debauches hug their darling Vice 
And court ro other Paradiſe, 
Till want of Power 
Bids 'em diſcard the ſtale Amour, 
And when diſabled ſtrength (hall force 
A ſhort Divorce, 


Miſca'l i hat weak forbearance Abſtinence, 


Whic' wiſe Vorality and better Sence 


Stiles 
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Stiles but at beſt a ſneaking Impotence. 
Thine far a Nobler Pitch did fly 
'Twas all free choice, nought of Neceſlity. 
Thou did(t that puny Soul diſdain 
Whoſe half ſtrain Vertue only can reſtrain; Fe 


Bu 


= Nor would(t that empty Being own 
Which ſprings from Negatives alone, 
But truly thoughlt it always Vertues Skeleton. " 
« "UK 
Nor didſt thou thoſe mean Spirits more approve, 
Who Vertue, only for its Dowry love, 
Unbrib'd thou didſt her ſterling (elf cſpouſe : 
Nor would(t a better Miſtreſs chooſe. 
Thou couldit AfﬀeCtion to her bare [dex pay 
The fuſt that &er carefs'd her the Platonick way. 
To ſee her in her own Attractions dreſt 
Did all thy Love arreſt, 
Nor lack'd there new Efforts to ſtorm thy Breſt. 
Thy generous Loyalty 
Would ne'er a Mercenary be, | 
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But choſe toſerve her ſtill without a Livery. 
Yet waſt thou not of Recompenſe debarr'd, 
But counted(t Honeſty its own Reward ; 
Thou did(t not wiſha greater BliG t' accrue, 
For to be good to thee was to be happy too, 
That ſecret Triumph of thy mind, 
Which always thou in doing well didſt find, 
Were Heaven enough, were there no other Heaven 
deſign'd. 
XXXl, 
What Vertues few poſle(s but by Retail 


In groſs could thee their Owner call 3 

They all did in thy ſingle Circle fall. 

Thou waſt a living Syſtem where were wrote 

All thoſe high Morals which in Books are ſought, 
Thy Practice did more Vertucs ſhare 

Than heretofore the learned Porch e'er knew, 

Or in the Stagyrites ſcant Ethics grew : 

Devout thou walt as holy Hermits are, 


Which ſhare their time 'twixt Extalie and Prayer. 
Modeſt 
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Modeſt as Infant Roſes in their bloom, 
Which in a Bluſh their Lives conſurze, 
So Chaſt, the Dead are only more, 
Who lie divorc'd from Obje&s, and from Power. 
So pure, that if bleſt Saints could be 
Taught Innocenee, they'd gladly learn of thee. 


Thy Vertues height in Heaven alone could grow 
Nor to ought elſe would for Acceſſion owe: - 

It only now's more perfe& than it was below. 

XXX1l. 

Hence, tho' at once thy Soul liv'd here and there, 
Yet Heaven alone its Thoughts did ſhare; 
It own'd no home, but in the ative Sphere. 

Its Motionsalways did to that bright Center row], 
And ſeem'd t' inform thee only on Parole. 

Look how the Needle does to its dear Northincline, 
As wer't not fixt 'tewould to that Region climb; 

Or mark what hidden force 


Bids the Flame upwards take its courſe, 
And makes it with that Swiftnels riſe, /,, 


Such 


$ 
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Asif 'twere wing'd-byab' Air thro* whichit thes, | 

Such a ſtrong) Vertue did thy Inclinations bend, 
And made 'emtill to the bleſt Manfianstend, 
That mighty Slave whom the proud Victor's Rage 


—_—_— 
| __ 


Condemn'd to glorious/Vaſlalage, 
7 Ne'er long'd for-dear Enlargement more, 
Nor his gay Bondage with leſs Patience bore, 
Than this great Spirit-broaktits tedious Stay, 
While fetter'd here in brittle Clay, 
Anq wiſh'd to diſengage and fly away. 
It vext-and chaf'd, and {till defir'd to be 
Releas'd to the ſweet Freedom of Eternity. 
XXXIIT. 
Nor were its Wiſhes long unheard, 
Fate ſoon at its defire appear'd. 
And ſtrait for an Aſſault prepar'd. 
A'ſuddain and a ſwift Diſcaſe , : 
Firlt on thy Heart Life's chieteſt Fort does ſeize, | 
And then on all the Suburb-vitals preys: 
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Next it corrupts thy tainted Blood, 
And ſcatters Poyſon thro' its purple Flood. 
Sharp Aches in thick Troops it ſends, 
And Pain, which like a Rack the Nerves extends. 
Anguiſh through every Member flies, 
And all thoſe inward Gemonies 
Whereby frail Fleſh in Torture digs. 
All the ſtaid Glories of thy Face, 
Where ſprightly Youth lay checkt with manly Grace, 
Are now impair'd, 
And quite by the rude hand of Sickneſs mar'd. 
Thy Body where due Symmetry 


In juſt proportions once did lie, 
Now hardly could be known, 

Its very Figure out of Faſhion grown; 

And ſhould thy Soul to its old Seat return, 
And Life once more adjourn, 

'Twould ſtand amaz'd to ſee its alter'd Frame, 


And doubt (almoſt) whether its own Carcaſs were the 
ſame. 


XXX1V. 
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XXXIV. 
And here thy Sickneſs does new matter raiſe 
Both for thy Vertue and our Praiſe z 
, "Twas here thy Picture look'd molt neat, 
When deep'(t in Shades 'twas ſet. 
Thy Vertues only thus could fairer be 
Advantag'd by the Foil of Miſery. 
Thy Soul which haſten'd now to be enlarg'd, 
= And of its groſſer Load diſcharg'd, 
Began to a& above its wonted rate, 
And gave a Przlude of its next unbody'd State, 
So dying Tapers near their Fall, 
When theic own Luſtre lights their Funeral, 
ContraCt their Strength into one brighter Fire, 
And in that Blaze triumphantly expire, 
So the bright Globe that rules the Skies, 
Tho' he ghild Heav'n with a glorious Riſe, 
Reſervet his choiceſt Beamsto grace his Set ; 
And then he looks moſt great, 
And then in greateſt Splendor dies. 
G 2 xxxvl. 
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Subjeting all the Royal Hue to that Teſt 


-XXXVz 


Thou ſharpeſt painsdidit with that Courage bear, 

Andſtill thy Looks fo unconcern'd didſt wear: 

Beholders ſeem'd more indiſpos'd than thee ; 
For they were fick in Effgie. 

Like ſome welk-faſhion'd Arch thy Patience ſtooc 

And purchas'd Firmneſs from its greater Load. 


Thoſe Shapes of Torture, which to view in Paint 
Would make atjother faint 

Thou could'ſt endure m true Reality, 

And feel what ſome could hardly bear to ſce. 

Thoſe Indians who their Kings by Torture chok 


Could ne'er thy Sway refuſe, 
If he deſerves to reign that ſuffers beſt. 
Had thoſe fierce Savages thy Patience view'd, 
Thou'd(t claim'd their Choice alone 
They with a Crown had paid thy Fortitude, An 
Andrurn'd thy Death bed to a Throt 
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XXXVIfg 
All thoſe' Heroick Pieties, 

Whoſe Zeal'to Truth made them its Sacrifice : 
Thoſe nobler Scevole's, whioſs holy Rag 
Did their whole ſelves in-cruel Flames engage, 
Who didamild{t their Force unmov'd appear,: - 

As if thoſe Fires but lambent were ; 

Or they had found their Empyrenm there... 
Might theſe repeat again their Days beneath, 
They'd ſeen their Fates out-acted by a natural Death, 
And each of them to thee reſign his Wreath 

In fpite of Weakneſs and harftr Deſtiny, 
YTorcliſh Tormeat, and enjoy a Miſery:. - 
So to carels a Doom, 
As make its Sufferings Delights become :. , 
So to triumph o'er Senſe and thy Diſeaſe, 
As amongſt Pains toreveliuſoft Eaſe : | 
"" Theſe wonders did thy Vertues worth enhance, 
And Sickrieſs to dry Martyrdom advance. 
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Yet could not all theſe Miracles ſtern Fate avert, 
Or make't withold the Dart. 
Only ſhe paus'd a while with Wonder ſtrook, 
A while ſbe doubted if that Deſtiny was thine, 
And turned o'er again the dreadful Book, -- 


And hop'd ſhe had miſtook x Th 
And wiſh'd ſhe might have cut another Line. W' 
But dire Neceſlity Ar 
Soon cry'd 'twas thee, 


And bad her give the fatal Blow. 
' , Strait ſhe obeys,and (trait the vital Powers grow As 
' Too weak tograpple with a (ſtronger Foe, 
And now the feeble Strife forgo. 
Lifc's ſap'd Foundation every Moment links, 
And every Breath to leſſer compaſs ſbrinks; 
Laſt panting Gafps grow weaker cach Rebound, 
Like the faint Tremblings of a dying Sound: 
And doubtful Twilight bovers o'er the Light, || E 
Ready to uſher in Eternal Night. 
XXXI1X. 
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Yet here thy Courage taught thee to out-brave 
All the flight Horrors of the Grave : 
Pale Death's Arreſt 
Ne'er ſhock'd thy Breaſt; 
Nor could it in the dreadfuſſi Figure dreſt. 
That ugly Skeleton may guilty Spirits daunt, 
When the dire Ghoſts of Crimes departed haunt, 


Arm'd with bold Ianocence thou couldſt that Mor mo 
dare, 


And on the bare-fac'd King of Terrors ſtare, 
As free from all Effects as from the Cauſe of Fear. 
Thy Soul fo willing from thy Body went, 
As if both parted by Conſent. 
No Murmur, no Complaining, no Delay, 
Oaly a Sigh, a Groan, and fo away. 
Death ſeem'd to glide with Pleaſure in, 
Asifin this Senſe too't had loſt her Sting. 
Like ſome well-ated Comedy Life (wifily paſt, 
And ended juſt ſoſtill and ſweet at laſt. _ 
G 4 Thou 
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Thou, likeits Actors, ſeem '#{tmborrow 'd Habit here 
c( beneath, 

And could as caſily 


As they do that, put off Mortality. 


Thou breathedſt out thy Soul as free as common 
Breath, 


As uncoticern'd as they are in a feigned Death. 
IX \X%. 
Go happy Soul, aſcend the joyful Sky, 


Joyful-to ſhine. with thy bright Company : 


In 


Go mount the ſpangled Sphere, 
And make it brighter by another Star : 
Yet ſtop not there, till thou advance yet higher, 
+ Till thou art fbdllow'd quire ' P 
Ta the vaſt unexhauſted Ocean of Delight - 


' . QOg X 
Delight which there alone in its true Effence is, 


(i 


Where Saints keep an eternal Carnival of BliG: 
Whete the Regalio's of refined Joy, 
Which fill, but never cloy. 
| Where Pleaſuresever growing,ever new, 


Immortal as thy (elf, arid boiindleGs too. 
There 
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Te \ Fhere mayſ chow leur, by Campendines 


b, grow 


'F or which i in yain below 
We ſo much time, and fo much pains beſtow. 
"n therem may t thou all 122 ſee, 
All wonders which in Knowledge be 
In that fair beatifick mirror of the Deity. 
 xLf 
Mean while thy Body mourns 1n its own Duſt, 
And puts on Sables for its tender Truſt. ' 
Tho' dead, it yet retains ſome untoucht Grace, 
Wherein we may thy Soul'sfair Foot-ſteps trace; 
Which noDiſeaſecan frighten from its wonted place: 
E'en its Deformitiesdo thee become, 
And only ſerve to conſecrate thy Doom. 
Thoſe marks of Death which did its Surface ſtain / 
Now hallow, not profane: ; L 
Each Spot does toaRaubyturns 
WharſoiPd but now, wonlUnow adoftfii * 


Thoſe Aſterisks plea: in the Margitr of thy Skin 


Point 
a #* 
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Point out the nobler Soul that dwelt within : 
Thy leſſer, like the greater World appears 


All over bright, all over ſtuck with Stars. | 


So Indian Luxury when it would be trim, Eat 
Hangs Pearls on every Limb. As 
Thusamongſt ancient Pitts Nobility 
In Blemiſhes did lie; 
Each by his Spots more honourable grew, | 
And from their Store a greater Value drew: Ar 
Their Kings were known by th' Royal Stains they 
bore, L 


And in theirSkinstheir Ermin wore. 


LXIK 


Thy Blood where Death triumph'd in greateſt 


State, 
Whoſe Purple ſeem'd the Badge of Tyrant-Fate, 
And all thy Body o'er 
Its ruling Colours bore : 
That which infe&Qed with the noxious Ill 
But lately help'd to kill, 


Whoſe Circulation fatal grew. 
And 
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Andthro' each parta ſwifter Ruin threw. 
Now conſcious, its own Murther would arraign, 
And throngstoſfally outat every Vein. 
Each Droparedderthan its native Dye puts on, 
As if inits own Bluſhes'twould its Guilt atone. 
A ſacred Rubric does thy Carcaſs paint, 
And Death in every Member writesthee Saint. 
So Plebw cloaths his dying Rayseach Night, 
And bluſheshe can liveno longer togive Light. 
LXILL 
Let Fools, whoſe dying Fame requires to have 
Like their own Carcaſles a Grave, 


Let them with vain Expence adorn 


Some coſtly Urn, 
Which ſhortly, like themſelves, to Duſt ſhall turn. 
Here lacks no Carian Sepulchie, 
Which Ruin ſhall e'er long in itsown Tombinterr. 


No fond Z&eyptien Fabric built ſo high 
As if 'twould climb the Sky, 


And thence reach Immortality. 


_ Thy 
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Thy Vertaes-ſhall embalm thy Name, / 
And make itlaſting as the Breath of Fame. 5 
When frailer Braſs 
Shall moulder by a quick: Decreaſe ; 
When brittle Marble ſhall decay, 
And to the Jaws of: Time beedme a Prey. 
Thy Praife ſhalllive,when Graves ſhall buricd lie, 
Till'Time it {elf ſhall die, 
And yield its triple Empire to-Eternity. 


CAT 


To the Memory of that worthy Gentle- 
man, Mr. Harman Atwood. 


PINDARIQUE. 


I. 


No, I'll no more repine at Deſtiny, 

Now we poor common Mortals are content todie. 

When thee, bleſt Saint, we cold and breathlefGſee, 
Thee,who if ought that's great and brave, 


Ought that is excellent might ſave, 
Hadſt juſtly claim'd Exemption from the Grave, 
And cancell'd the black irreverſible Decree. 
Thou didſtalone ſuch Worth,ſuch Goodneſs ſhare 
As well deferv'd to be tmmortal here; 
Deſerve a Life aslaſting as the Fame thou art to wear. 
At leaſt, why went thy Soul without its Mate ? 
\ Why 
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Why did they not together undivided go? \ 
So went (we're told ) the fam d Illuſtrious Two, 


(Nor could they g greater Merits ſhew, 
Altho' the beſt of Patriarchs that, T 
And this the beſt of Prophets was) 2 


Heav'n did alive the blefſed Pair tranſlate ; 
Alive they launch'd into Life's boundleſs Happineſs, 
And never paſt Death's Straights and narrow Seas ; 
Ne'er enter'd the dark gloomy Thorowfare of Fate. 


I I. 


Long time had the Profeſſion under Scandal lain, 
And felt a general tho' unjuſt Diſdain, 
An upright Lawyer Contradiftion ſcem'd, 
And was at leaſt a Prodigy eſtecm'd. 
If one perhapsdid in an Age appear, 


He was recorded like ſome Blazing Star ; 
And Statues were erected tothe wondrous Man, 
As heretofore to the ſtrange honeſt Publican. 
To thee the numerous Calling all its thanks ſhould 
give, To 


/ 
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| To thee who couldſt alone its loſt Repute retrieve. 
þ Thou the vaſt wide extremes didſt reconcite, 
The firſt, almoſt, e'er taught it was not tobeguile. | 1A #3 
To each thou didſt diſtribute Right ſo equally, ©.» Þ 
Ev'n Juſtice might her ſelf corre& her Scales by thee. | 
And none did now regret, 
Her once bewail'd Retreat, 
Since all enjoy'd her better Deputy. 
Henceforth ſucceeding Time ſhall bear in mind, 
And Chronicle the beſt of all the kind: 
The beſt &'er fince the man that gave 
Our ſuffering God a Grave; 
(That God who living no Abode could find, 
Tho' he the World had made, and was to fave) 
Embalming him, he did embalm his Memory, 
And make it from Corruption free : 


Thoſe Odors kindly lent perfum'd the Breath of 
Fame, 


And fixt a laſting Fragrancy upon his Name 
And rais'd it with his Saviour to an Immortality. 
IL. Hence 
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Hence the ſtale muſty Paradox of equal Souls, 
That ancient vulgar Error of the Schools, 


, 


| Avow'd by dull Philoſophers and ehinking Fool . By 
Here might they find their feeble Arguments c ol 


thrown: 
Here might the grave Diſputers find 
Themſelves all bafti'd by a fingle Mind, 
» And ſee one vaſtly larger than their own, 
Tho' all of theirs were mixt in one. He 
A Soul as great as c'er vouchſaf'd to be 
Inhabiter in low Mortality; 
As certh' Almighty Artiſt labour'd to iofule , 
Thro' all his Mint he did the brighteſt chuſle; 
With his own Image ſtampt it fair, 
Ard bid it ever the Divine Impreſiion wear ; Nc 
And fo it did, ſo pure, ſo well, 
We hardly could believe him of the Race that fel]: 


So ſpotl(s (till, and (till ſo good, 
AN * 
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As if it never lodg'd in Fleſh and Blood. | 
Hence conſcious too, how high, how nobly born 2 
It never did reproach its Birth, 
By valuing ought of baſe or meaner worth, 


But look'd on carthly Grandeur with Contempt and 
Scorn. 
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Like his All-great Creator, who 
Can only by diffuſing greater grow : 
He made his chiefeſt Glory to communicate, 
And choſe the faireſt Attribute to imitate, 
$o kind, fo generous, and (o free, 
As ifhe only liv'd in Courtehe, \ 
To be unhappy did his Pity claim, 
Only to want it did deſerve the ſame: 


Norlack'd there other Rhetorick than Innocence and 
Miſery. 


His unconfig'd unhoarded Store 
Was ſtill the vaſt Exchequer of the poor 3 
- H And 
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And whatſoc'er in pious Ats went out 
He did in his own Inventory put: 
For well the wiſe and prudent Banker knew 
His Gracious Sovereign above would all repay, | 
And all th* expences of his Charity defray; 
Andſo he did, both Principal and Intereſt too, 
And he by holy Prodigality more wealthy grew. 
Such, and ſo univerſal is the Influence 
Which the kind bouriteous Sun does here diſpenſc:Þ Sil 
With an anwearied indefatigable Race, Bri 
He travels round the World each day, 
And viſits all Mankind, and every place, 
And ſcatters Light and Bleffings all the way. | 
Tho! he each hour new Beams expend, 
Yet does he not like waſting Tapers ſpend. | 
 Tho' he ten thouſand years disburſe in Light, 
' The boundleſs Stock can never be exhauſted quite. 
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Nor 
As theirs who only partizlly are kind; 
Or give where they Return expect co tind þ 


was his Bounty ftinted or defignd, 


, Bur-like, his Soul, its fair Original ; 
'T was all in all, 
And all in every part, 
c:} Silent as his Devotion, open as his Heart, 
Brib'd with the Pleaſure to oblige and gratifie, 
As Air and Sunſhine he diſpos'd his Kindueds free, 
Yet ſcorn'd Requitals, and worſe hated Flattery, 
And all oblcpuious Pomp of vain formality, _ / 
Thus the Almighty Bounty does beſtow 
[ts Favors on our undeſerving Race below z 
Confcr'd'on all its loyal Votaries; 
Confer'd alike on its rebellious Enemies; 
Fo it alone our All we owe, 
All:that we are and are to be, 
E:ch Artand Science to its Liberality, 
H 2 And 
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And thisſametrifling jiogling thing call'd Poetry. 
Yet thegreat Donor doesno coſtly Gratitude require 
No Charge of Sacrifice defire ; 


Nor are w' expenſive Hecatombs to raiſe, 


14 


As heretofore, 
To make his Altars float with reeking Gore. 
A ſmall Return the mighty Debt and Duty»payz, 


Ev'nthe cheap humble Off ring of worthleſs Thanks 
and Praiſe. 
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But how, bleſt Saint, (hall I thy numerous Vertu 
{umm, 


If one or two take up this room? 
To what vaſt Bulk mult the fu!l Audit come? 
As that bold Hand that drew the faireſt Deity, 
Had many naked Beautics by, 
And took from each a ſeveral Grace,and Air ,and Line; 
And all ia one Epitome did joyn 
To paint his bright Immortal in a Form Divine : 
So 


10 


of UL H:rman Atwond. 
So muſt I do to frame thy CharaQter. 
| think whatever Men can good and lovely call," 
And then abridge it all, 
And crowd, and mix the various 14247 there ; 
And yet at laſt of a juſt Praiſe deſpair. 
Whatever ancient Worthies boaſt, 


Which made themſelves and Poets their Deſcribers 
great, 
From whence old Zeal did Gods and Shrines create; 


Thou hadſt thy (elf alone engroſt, 
And all their ſcatter'd Glories in thy Soul did meet - 
And future Ages, when they eminent Vertues ſee, 
(If any after thee 
Dare the Pretence of Vertue own, 
Without the Fear of being far out-done) 
Shall count 'em all but Legacy, 
Which from theStrength of thy Example flow, 
Andthy fair Copy in a leſs corre& Edition ſhow. 


o 
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Religion over all did a juſt Condu& claim, 
No falſe Religion which from Cuſtom came, 
Which toitsFont and Country only ow'd its Name: / 
No Ifſue of devout and zealous Ignorance, -- So: 
Or the more dull Effeftof Chance z , 
But 'twas a firm well-grounded Piety, 
That knew all that it did believe, and why; 
And for the glorious Cauſe duſt dic, 
And durſt out-ſuffer ancient Mart yroldgy. 1) bas 
So knit and interwoven with its being fo, 
Moſt thought it did not from his DF i but his N+ 


ture flow. 

Exalted far above the yain (mal! Attacks of Wrt, 
And all that vile vay lewd Buffoonsean; bring 

Who try by little Railleries to ruin-jt; 


And jzer'tintoan unreguarded poor defercele{sthirg 


The Men of Sence who in Confederacy join, 


To 
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To damn Religion had they view'd but thine, 
They'd haveconfeſtit pure, confeſt it all divine, 
And free from all Pretences of Impoſture or Deſign. 


Pow'rful enough to counter-act lewd Poets and the 
©, Stage, 


© And Profelyte as faſt as they debauch the Age; © 
$ good, it might alone a guilty condemn'd World 


reprieve, 
Should a deſtroying Angel ſtand 
With brandiſh'd Thunder in his Hand, 
Ready the bidden Stroke to give; 


1 Or a new Delugethreaten this and every Land, 
VIIL 


Religion once a quiet and a peaceful Name, 
Which all the Epithets of Gentleneſs did claim, 


Late prov'd the Source of Faction and inteſtine 
Tons CIT 


Like the Fair teeming Hebrew, ſhe 
Did travel-with a wrangling Progeny, 
H 4 
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And harbor'd in her Bowels Fewds and Civil Wan, 
Surly, uncomplaiſant,and rough ſhe grew, 
, And of a ſoft and eafie Miſtreſs turn'd a Shrew. 
,_ Pafhtion and Anger went for marks of Grace, 
"And looks deform'd and ſullen lanctifyed a Face, 


[hou firſt its meek and primitive Temper didlt 
reſtore, 


Firſt ſhew'dſt how men were pious heretofore - 


/ The gatul-leſs Dove, _— ther Rage could findno 
— Reſt, , « $5 


Early "000 to its a thy Breaſt, 
And ftraight the ſwelling Waves decreaſt 
And ſtraight tempeſtuous Paſſions ceaſt, 


Like Winds and Storms where ſome fair Halcyon 
| | builds her Neſt. 


No overheating Zealdid thee inſpire, 
But *twas a kindly gentle Fire, 
To warm, but not devour, 
And only did refine, and make more pure : 


Such is that Fire that makes thy preſent bleſt 4 
bode 


The 
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ar, } The Reſidence and Palace of our God. 
And ſuch was that bright unconſuming Flame, 
So mild, ſo harmleſs and fo tame, 
Which heretofore jth Buſh ro Moſes came - \Y, 


Ar firſt the Viſion did the wondring Prophet 
ſcare, ' 


But when the voice had check'd his needleſs 
Fear 


He bow'd and worſhipp'd and confeſt the Deity was 


Oo there. 
3 # 


Hail Saint Triumphant ! hail Heav'ns happy Gueſt. 
7 Hail new Inhabitant amongſt the bleſt ! 
Methinks I ſee kind Spirits in convoy meet. 
And with loud Welcomes thy Arrival greet. 


Who, could they grieve, would go with Grief a- 
way 


To ſee a Soul more white, more pure than they : 


By them thou'rt led on high 
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To the vaſt glorious Apartment of the Deity. - 


Where circulating. Pleaſures make an endleſs 
Round 


To which ſcant Time or Meaſure ſets no Bound, 


Perfect unmixt Delights without Alloy, 
And whatſoc'er do: earthly BliG annoy, 
Which oft does in Fruition Pall and oft ner Cloy : 
Where being is no longer Life but Extaſie, 
But one long Tranſport of unutterable Joy, 

A Joy above the boldeſt Flightsof daring verſe, 
And all a Muſe unglorifyed can fancy or rehearſe: 

. There happy Thou 


From Troubles and the buſtling toil of Bufi- 
neſs free, : 


From noiſe and tracas of tumultuous Life be- 
low, 


Enjoy'ſt the (till and calm Vacation of Eternity, 


CHA- 


CHARACTER 


Certain Ugly Old P— 


- Ce eee mad —_—— <_> 


——— Deformem & tetrum ante omnia Vultum, 
Dilſimilemque ſui, deſormem pro cute pellem, 
Pendenteſque genas, ac tales aſpice rugas, 

Dnales, nmbriferos ubi pandit Tabracs ſaltus, 

In vetull ſcalpit jam mater ſimia bucc#, $6. 

Juv. Sa8. 10 


Aſſiſt ye naſty Powers 
To deſcribe him thorowout, 
I'll dip my Pen in Turd, 
And write upon a ſhitten Clout. 


Tartaret. de nwodo Cacandi. p. 9. 


LOND OXN, 
Printed in the Year, 1684. 
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CHARACTER 
Neue 4 I am at a Loſs to 


, whom Nature 
was as much pusFled to mak. 
br is bere as in Painting, where the 


Figures are the preate 

a : Aa T draw a of Ar 
or Alop well, requires the Pencil of 
Vandike or Tian, more than the beſt 
Features and Lincaments. All the 
T boughts 1 can frame of bim are asrude 
and ——_— as bimſelf. The very - 
dxa and eption of him are 

to cramp Grammar, nl Fae Sno ant 


confound Syntax. He's a Solecilng 


the great Conſtruftion, therefore they ef 
Detcription of him is Nonſence,utt 


2 


i; y$ 


M 
II's. ac 


the futeſt CharaGter to write it in, that 


gb for convincing an 
FOrMl"3pas \ made by 
Chance. ' The firſt Watter bad mote of 
Form and'\Qtder,"vhx Chass _ of 
Symmetry - ad Propettion.* 1 could 
w bins Nature's By-blow, Milcarri- 
_age and Abottrvegr ſay] bears ber Em- 
bryo ſlinkd* before Maturity 5 bt-that 
1s ſtale ant fly aud T'mmſÞfly- a higher 
Pitch to reath-bis "Deformtiry: 1He is 
the nglieſt ſheever 00k Pains to make ſo, 
ani Age tv make worſe All the \Mon- 
ters-of Africa \he kenpelF d1u bix- fengle 
kin. He's one ©of 'the''Groteſques' of 
Univerſe; *\whows the\prond' Artiſt 
p only ('45\Painters Jo uncouth 1 
pes) 10 fill up the emp gy 
| an 
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"Chance ff To 
Cantons of #bis- great "Frame. He's 
Man anagratnmatiz'd : A Mandrake 
has more'of Humane Shape: HisFace 
tarries Libel and Lampoon it. Na. 
ture at its Compoſition wrote Bar- 
leſque, and ſbewd him how far ſbe could 
out-do Art, in Grimace. [ wonder 'tis 
not bir d by the Play-houſes to draw 
Antick Vizatds by, Without doubt be 
was made to "be laugh'd at, and defied 
for - the” Scaramuchio of Mankmd. 
When I ſee him,” T can no more forbear 
than at frgbt ef Zany or Nokes; but 
am like to run the Riſque of the Philoſo- 
phor/ooung on an Aſs munbling Thiltles. 
es more l-favourd than the Pifture 
of Winter ' drawn by \a "Fellow that 
dawbs vDign-Polts, more lowring "than 
thenlaſt dry of January." *Þ have ſeen a 
badfomer Mortal carv'd in Monument 


tal 
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I py Charader, 
tal Gingerbread, and woven in Hang- 
ings at Mortlock. - If you bave ever 
viewd that wooden Gentleman that 
peeps out of a C Barber's Window, 
you may fancy ſome Reſemblance of him. 
His damn'd ſqueeging Glole-ſtool. Face 
can be liken'd to nothing” bettep_ than the 
Buttocks of an old wrink/e&Baboon, 
ſtraining upon an Hilloek. * The very 
Sight.of him in a morning would work 
with one beyond Jalap andRhubarb. 4 
Door (1'm told) Ay preſcrib'd bim 
to one of bis Pariſhioners for a Purge: 
be wrought the Effc&, and gave the Pa- 
tient fourteen Stools. 'T is pity be is not 
drawn at the City Charges, ani hung 
ns ſome pmblick Forica as ven 


"againſt Co iveneh. {T;, (Tia, 


® Toleed by bis Flue you "wok think 
he had "v4 employed to that we: One 


would 


D Tax: uy #: eg 


4% 


Sz 
that be 1 Fn, > 0t brought forth {x 
that his x Was. deliverd of” him on — 


Chara "K 5 i1 ry 
would take him fe i Picture of Scog- 
pin or Tarky 2n07ivy-houle Door, 
which by lon #tbere has contraft- 
ed the Col weiohbouri ing ExCre» 
ments. Rea 4 ely 8 Garſgantua 
came 1 VV d at bis Mother's | 
Ear, it an, 10d wry thought into my + 
Head conch :I preſently fancied 4 


# other ſadex? pl ” | coming out, and. 
be has ever 7” Bs retain 'd the Stains. 
His filthy "ng ance looks like an old 
Chimacy- 4 decayd* Inn, ſul- 
lied with are] the fprinklin of © 


Ale-pots. : cad Wer than an ancient 
© gn Record hes , ſfier than aChand-  * 
rs Shop- 'd- imagine Snails 
ll crawl'd pi ms y kpon it. The Caſe 
oft is perfett Vellum and bas often 
q I been 


—_ 


[ %. » 
x % «Þ 
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been miſtaken fe 
like to cheapen it 
and Deeds : 

a walking Buskin 
rows then all Cotf\ 


ſemble. it to a Ga 
the Qyecrd off. 1 


vels over it in his 


in bis Shoes. By 
Sur-face, you'd Je % 
out of * Grave are 
' Worms about him 
But enongh of it 1 


time to\ deſcend to \Pa 
I could divide 6 Y 


A. Scrivener was 
Ine Indentures 
& wrinkled as 
ws more Fur- 
* Ton may re- 


newof Bacon with 
EL the Devil tra- 


Mlageor caten 
been dug 


_ all bs 


Wh be does bi 


Text, :1. e. tear itlafmnder : 'T is fit 1 
begin with the moſÞ-remarkable part of it. 
Hi Mouth (ſav r r preſence Chri- 
ſtian Readers) & Tke the Devils Ark 


of Feak, and guſt as. large. By the 


Scent 


firft being in- C6 M4 


_ 'Chard&eer. 
Scent you'd take it Ir th 
vy: He may be 
at twelve ſeore; 


| ? dieted on 
Aſla-foertida. His ve ole flinks | 
in a Literal Sence;* breaking- 
Wind, and youd think be. talkd at the | 


other End. Laſt -_ be 
tainted a Loin of VeaFwith Ping 
Grace: Alf tbe Gueſts were fain to 
uſe the Fanatical Poſture in their aw 
Defence, and ſtand with their Caps 0- 
ver their Eyes e: MalefaRors going to 
be turn d off. 0 T hat too that renders it 
the more unſu iq; is that it can't be 
ſtopp'd: T be Breach is too big ever to be 
closd, Were he a Milliner, be might 
meaſure Ribbon by it withoi the be 
of bis Yard or Counter. I! reaches (0 
far backwards, thoſe, that have ſeen bim 
I 2 with 


' om 
118 © © Charager. 


[=ilax) to 
; ſaid, "tis as 
T to Calice. Could 


be paper," "would 
of Qi I” 


would on p the Form of the Sea- 
mens bw and ſhould be bluſters 
'twere a pretty Emblem of thoſe ſwelling 
Mouths, * at tbe Corners of Maps puf- 


j-  fing out Storms. When he Smoaks, I 
Ft- am always thinking of Mongibel and its 
Eruptions. Hw Head hooks exaGly like 


a Device na Kitchin Chimney ; Hs 
Mouth the Vent and hi* Noſe the 
Fane. And now I talk of bis Snout, 
I dare not mention the Elephants for fear 
of ſpeaking too little : I'd make bold with 
the old Wit, and compare it to the 
Gnomon of a Dial ; but that be has 


not 


Jay it may be diſcer- | 


Wrinkles round about Þ 


v 
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Character. Tg) 
not Teeth b to fland fortbe twelve ' 
| Hours. Tis ſo lng, el Tides ' 
a Journey, be makes uſe ofa 
Gates. He's fain to ſnite « wh ba 
Hands. It cannot be wipd Wer as 
much as the Royal Breech. A Man 
- of ordinary Bulk might find Shelter wn- | 
der its Eves, were it not for the Drop. | 
pings. One proteſted to me inR aillery 
that when be looks againſt the Sung it 
ſhadows bis whole Body, as ſome ſtory 
LY of the Sciopodes Feet. Another Hy- 
r | zperbolical Raſcal would make me be. 
| liebe that the Arches of it are as large 
: 
; 
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ws 


as any two of London-Bridge, or the 
great Rialto at Venice. Not long ago 
1 met a one-legd I arpawlin that bad 
been beggiug at his Door, but could get 
| nothing : 1he witty Whorelon (I re- 
'} member ) ſwore that his Bow-ſprit 
4 


I 3 was 


_—_ vali Character. 
yas as long} as that of the Royal Sove- 
7 Y , be in my way : 1 
e Lowe by bis Foreſide, for Þ| I 
pg batf a mile about. 'Tis I tf 
F doubling the Cape : He bas || n 
lledge for being unmannerly that || E 
it vil not P54 bim to put off bis Hat: Þ| ri 
And therefore ( 'tis Jaid ) at home be | d 
bas a Cord ale to it, and draws it || tl 
off with .a Pully, and ſo receives the Þ| b. 
Addreſles of thoſe that viſrt him. This | 4 
I'm very confident, be has not heard || th 
bimſelf ſneege theſe ſeven Years : And | gc 
that leads me to bis Tools of Hearing : | C 
His Ears reſemble theſe of a Countrey | C 
Juſtices Black Jack, and are of the ſame I bl 
matter, hue, and ſize : He's as well Þ| h 
bung as any Hound in the Countrey ; | » 
but % ther Bulk and growing upward, | vl 
be deſerves to be rt, mk'd with a graver Þ| tt 


y] 


| {\ wo — Character. 


of Beaſts : His ſingle ſelf pe * 
ſhown with Smeck, and all 4 © | ab/: we) 13 
'Divines. You may pare enough) 
the ſides of his Head to bave fioniſhe « 2 
whole Regiment of Round.Heads:: 
He wears more there thgn all the 
ries in England ever have done- Man- | 
devile tells us of a People ſomewhere, 
that uſe their Ears for Guſhions :* He 
bas reduced the Legend to Probability: 
| AServantof his ( - could not conceat 
| the Midas) told me lately in private, that 
'Þ going to Bed be binds them on his 
Crown, and they ſerve him inſtead of 
Quile Night. .caps. T he next ob Jerva- 
| ble that falls under my Conſideration is 
| his ack: Nor need I go far out of my 
way to meet it, for it peeps over tis 
Shoulders : He was built with a But- 
trels to ſupport the weight of his Noe; 


; I 4 and 


MP oo . Charadter. 


4 


taplack, and made him repre- 


ſen Tinker and Budget too. He 
like the Viftble I 'ye of AFneas bol- 

mg up bis Father, or like a Beggar- 
Woman, endorſt with her whole Lic 
ter, and with Child behind. Tou may 
take bim for Anti-Chriſtopher with the 
Devil at his Back. I believe the At- 
las i# Wadham-Garden at Oxford 
was carv'd by him. Certainly he was 
begot in a Cupping-Glaſs : His Mo- 
ther longed for Pumpions, or went to 
ſee ſome Camel ſhown while ſhe was 
concetuing him. One would think a 
Mole has crept into his Carcale be- 
fore 'tis layd in the Church-Yard, and 
Rooted in it, or that an Earthquake 
bad diſorder'd the Symmetry of the Mi- 
crocolm, ſimk ove Mountain and put 


ip 


Iamce it. Nature bung on 
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up another. And now I ſhould oajevd” 
lower, if I durft ventufe : But Fl 
defile my Pen: My Ink is too cleanly for 
a farther Deſcription. I muſt beg my 
Reader's Diſtance: as if I were going 
to Untruſs. Should I mention what s 
beneath, the wery Jakes would ſuffer by 
the Compariſon, and 'twere enough to 
bring a Bog-houle in Diſgrace. Indeed 
he ought to have been drawn, like the 
good People on the Parliament-Houle, 
only from the Shoulders upwards. To 
me 'tis a greater Prodigy then himſelf, 
bow his Soul has ſo long endured fo na- 
fly a Lodging. Were there ſuch a 
thing as a Metemplychofis, how gladly 
would it exchange its Carcalc for that 
of the worſt and vileſt Brute: I'm ſuf- 
ficiently perſwaded againſt the whim of 

Preexiſtence ; for any thing that had 
the 


2 2 _____ Charadter. 


the Pretenic — would never || ſpe 
have entered ſuctha Durance of Choice : Þ| is 
Dowbtleſs it muft bave been guilty of T 
Jome unbeard of Sin, for which Hea- | ſa) 
ven dooms it Penance in the preſent | F 
Body, and ordains it its firſt Hell here. Þ m 
And'tis diſputable which may prove the || of 
worſt, for t bas ſuffered balf an Eternity | K 
already. Men can hardly tell which of Þ| & 
the two will out-lrve the other. By | r 
bis Face youd gueſs him one of the Pa- || oj 
 rriarchs, and that be livd before the || z 
' Flood: Hy Head looks ar if thad Þ 
worn out three or four Bodies, and Þ| C 
were Legacied to bim by his Great- }| a 
Grand-father. His Age ws. out of || « 
Knowledg, I believe be was born be- | 
fore Regiſters were invented. He ſhould | $ 
bave been a Ghoſt in Queen Marys || t 
Days. I wonder Holingshead does not | t 


Jpeak 


ſpeak of him, Every Lat 
is Chronicle : Pat, a John of the | 
TE Times were ſhort-Eivers'to bim. T bey 
ſay, be can remember ueſſien Pauls was 
Founded, and London-Bridge built. I 
my ſelf have heard bim gell all the Stories 
of York and Lancaſter «pon w own 
Knowledge. ! His very Cane and Spe- 
Qacles are enough to ſet up an Antiqua- 
ry. The firſt was tbe W alking-ſtaff 
of Lantranc Arch-biſhop of Canterbury 
which is to be ſeen by-bis Arms upon the 
Head of it : The tother belongdto the 
Chaplam of William the Conqueror ; 
was of Norman make, and travelld o- 
ver with him. Tis ſtrange the late 
Aurhor of M. Fickle forgo! to make his 
Sir Arthur Oldlove ſwear by them, 
the Oath had been of as good Antiqui- 
ty as St, Aultin's Night-Cap, or 
Mahomet's 


1% 
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Mahonzs 1 Krcſhold. 1 have ofien 
wonder d be ng xp for a Conju- 
rer : His vety Look would bring him 
in Vogue, ftw Cuſtom, as undo 
Lilly and adt A You d take him 
for the Ghoſt 5F.O11 AJaly or Albuma- 
zar, or the Spirt rier in the Fortune 


Book, hx Head for the inchanted bra- 
Fen one of Frier Bacon. 'T would poſe 
a good Phyſiognomiſt to give Names to 
tbe Lines in bis Face. I've obſervd all 
the Figures and Diagrams in Agrippa 
and Ptolomy 5 Centiloquies there upon 
frrit view. And tother day a Linguil! 
of my Acquaintance ſhew'd me all the 
Arabick Alphabet betwixt bi Brow 
and Chin Some have admired how be 
came to be admitted into Orders, ſmnce bs 
very Face 1s againſt the Canon: 1 gueſs 
\e\ be pleaded the Qualictiation of the + 
phets 
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Ch: ' 1 
hets of” Old, 16 WMwithered,' Tooth- 
n7 and deform'd. de can. pretend to 
be an Eliſha only by ys Baldnels. The 


Devils Oracles beretofore were utter'd 


from ſuch a Mouth.” Twas then the 


Candidates for #he Tripus were fainto 
plead W rinkles and Grey Hairs;a Splay 
Mouth, and @ goggle Eye were the 
cheapeſt Simony, and the ugly and 
crippled were the ouly men of Preter- 


| ment. And this leads me to conſider 


F 
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bim a little in the Pulpit. And there 
tis hard to diſtinguiſh whether that or bis 
Skin be the coarſer W ainſcoat : He re- 
preſents a Crackt We eather-Glaſs in a 
Frame. Tow'd take him by his Looks 
and Poſture for Muggleton doing 
Pennance and paulted with rotten Eggs. 
Had bis Hearers the trick, of W, riting 
ſhort-Hand, I ſhould fancy bim amOt- 


fender 
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ning his Confellibn. - Not 2 fluxt De- 

+»! bauchin a (weling Fub makes worſe 
Faces. He mak& Do&rine as Folk 
do their Water in the Stone or Stran- 
gury. Balaams' Aſs was 4. better Di- 
vine, and bad @ better Delivery. The 
Thorn at Glaſtenbury*bad more Sence 
and Religion, and would make more 
Converts. - He ſpeaks not, but grunts, 
like one of the Gadaren Hogs after the 
Devils enter d. When I came fir(t to la 
bis Church and ſaw bim perch'd on high be 
againſt a Pillar, I took bim by his ga-( 
ping for ſome Juggler going to ſwallow | 
Bibles aud Hour-Glaſles. But I was 
ſoon convinc'd that other Feats were tv” 
be playd, and on a ſudden loft all mm,” 
Sences 4} Noiſe. A Drunken Hunts 

mann reeling in while be was at Prayer, 


_F asked 
= 


PM AoASMCOONI A AYR 8 


_. 
if be w > bis Pariſhoners 
a Hollow:/ preached balf bis 
Pariſh deaf ; Bl Din is beyond the 

| Catadupi of NIKEF Al! his-Patrons'- - 
| Pigeons, are ved from their Apart- 
4 ment, and be's ry believed the 


,| Occaſion. He may be beard farther 
| then Sir Samet Moorlands Flagelet. 
| Nay one dannid mad Rogue ſwore : 

Should be take a 'T ext concerning the 
| Reſurre&tion} be- might ſerve for the 
1) laſt Trumpet. And yet in one Reſpe&# 
; | he's futed for the FunQtion. His Coun- 
| tenance, if not Doctrine can ſcare men 
| into Re pentance, __ Apparition : 
; | Should be 2 after be's dead, hewould 
; | not be more re then now while he 
#5 alve. 


A Maid meeting bim m the Dark in 


| a Church! Yard , - was: frighted into 
Pha- 
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Phanaticiſm. 
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the ſame Occalil8 1 dare not a»-1 
- Kain without Sorcilm. 4: 
the Name, e>c. , <2 
on : Some have thougetahe Parſonage 
Houle haunted fence'b& dwelt there. 1 


York-ſhire ( 'tis reports | 

uſe of bis Name inſtead + dr 
and Bloody-bones ta. fright Children. 
He is more terrible then Phanto 
Country Folks tell of bythe Kire fade, and 
pretend to bave-ſeen ,” with Leathern: 
wings, Cloven-feet, and Sawcer-eyes : 
If be go to Hell Cas "tis almoſt an. earti- 
cle of my Creed, be will -) the Devils 
will quake for ail their warm Dwelling, 
and crowd up imo a Nook for fear of 


bim. 


